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JUSTICE NEWS & HOMELESS BLUES IN THE Bay AREA 


The Nameless and Faceless Deaths in Our Midst | 


“We know we have lost 
brothers and sisters like us. 
They had names. But they 
died nameless. John Doe — 
what kind of name is that 
for a man?” — Rev. Ken Hamilton 


by Janny Castillo 


he preparation committee for the 

St. Mary’s Homeless Vigil went 

in search of a non-existent count 

of homeless deaths in the East 
Bay. The question was how many home- 
less people died on the streets in Alameda 
County last year. Vigil organizers called 
the coroner’s office, city offices, commu- 
nity activists, and homeless service 
providers. No one knew the answer, 
because no one in charge was counting 
these nameless deaths in our. midst. 

On December 21, 2005, a group of 
about 50 people stood in a circle in St. 
Mary’s courtyard in Oakland. The sky 
was cloudy and dark and people stood 
shivering in the cold. Rev. Ken Hamilton 


spoke about the dead whose names were - 


not known. “We know we have lost broth- 
ers and sisters like us,” he said. “They had 
names. But they died nameless. John Doe 
— what kind of name is that for a man?” 
How many did we lose this year? How 
many homeless people did we lose to cold, 
to hunger, to violence, to sickness? The 


by Casey Mills 


ince entering office, San Francisco 
Mayor Gavin Newsom has 
received little but praise from the 
city’s media, presenting the public 
with a portrait of a compassionate friend of 
the poor. Yet last month, a group of some 
of San Francisco’s most respected religious 
leaders gathered to highlight the contradic- 
tory aspects of Newsom’s homeless policy, 
including a dramatic spike in the number of 
citations issued under his administration for 
sleeping outdoors. 
While these religious leaders lauded 
some of Newsom’s achievements, they 
renewed their request for a meeting with 
the mayor to discuss how he could create 
a truly compassionate plan for solving 
homelessness. Newsom refused their 


Religious Leaders Decry 
Newsowm’s Persecution 
of Homeless People 


“We cannot ethically or practically accept this contradic-. 
tion: highly publicized care for a thousand people and the 
quiet persecution of thousands of others. In a civilized 
community it is not, and cannot, be a crime to be poor.” 


\ 


A vigil held at St. Mary’s Center on December 21 honored homeless 
people who died in our midst. At far right, Janny Castillo of BOSS 
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photo 


addresses the vigil. Next to her is Carol Johnson of St. Mary’s Center. 


‘Homeless people who die in this county remain uncounted, 
unnamed victims of neglect. Homelessness and hunger per- 
sist and increase only because the crisis is ignored. People are 
dying because they are being ignored.”’ — Carol Johnson, St. Mary’s 


answer is lost in the cold winds of winter. 
Hundreds or thousands in California, tens 
of thousands in the nation. Homeless peo- 
ple seem as difficult to count after death as 
they are when alive. The real question is: 


— Rev. Schuyler Rhodes 


request — the fourth time he’s done so — 
leaving many homeless advocates ques- 
tioning his image as a caring leader. 

His refusal also forced the city’s reli-» 
gious leaders, led by Religious Witness 
with Homeless People’s Sister Bernie 
Galvin, to begin drafting a resolution that 
would call for an end to his current prac- 
tice of aggressively enforcing “quality of 
life” ordinances against thousands of 
homeless people. The resolution, along 
with the unified voice of religious leaders 
decrying the mayor’s practices, are now 
threatening to severely tarnish Newsom’s 
compassionate image. 


THE FACTS NO ONE WANTS TO HEAR 
It’s easy to find information on 


Newsom’s record of providing housing 
for formerly homeless people. Despite 


How many have to die before real help is 
available to our poorest and most vulnera- 
ble? The answer should be, if it has to hap- 
pen at all, let it be only ONE. 


See Nameless, Faceless Deaths page 7 


Swollen Aching Feet 
by Judy Jones 


last night i had a dream 
which today came true 


not one person 
died homeless 
on cold concrete streets 


everyone had a pillow 
on which to lay 
their precious heads 


there were angels 
dressed in white 
oh so tenderly 
washing their 
swollen aching feet 


and beings of supernatural light 
were at their sides 

nourishing their bodies 

minds and spirit-souls 

for they had finally 

found a home 


suddenly my soul 
took flight 
straight into heaven’s 


doors 
it did soar cee 


| and i could see clearly 
that the homeless person 

living and dying 

on earth’s coldest concrete streets 
was my father mother 

sister and brother 

and me 


Members of Religious Witness defend the human rights of homeless people. 


criticism that it has been achieved on the 
backs of the poor due to cuts of monthly 
Care Not Cash checks, the Mayor’s 
Office did permanently house over 1,025 
formerly homeless people, a fact the 
mainstream media consistently notes. 

But it is the flipside of Newsom’s 
homeless policy that the public never sees 
— namely, his administration’s practices 
when it comes to punishing homeless peo- 
ple for simply existing on the street. 

At a December 1 press conference at 
S.F. City Hall, Religious Witness with 


Homeless People revealed that the number 
of citations issued for “camping,” or sleep- 
ing in a public place, have nearly tripled 
under Newsom in comparison to former 
Mayor Willie Brown. In the past 22 
months, Newsom issued 1,860 citations. In 
his last 22 months, Brown issued only 718. 

This fact outraged many of the city’s 
religious leaders, and a broad spectrum of 
clergy attended the press conference to 
express their anger over the trend. 

“We cannot ethically or practically 


See Religious Leaders Speak Out page 7 
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Remember Rosa Parks: 


Building a New Movement 
for Transportation Justice 


Kid’s First youth activists were present at the protest. They keep alive 


Scoit Braley 


Rosa Park’s spirit in their struggle to keep transportation affordable. photo 


by Janny Castillo 


n 1955, the first ten seats of every bus 

in Montgomery, Alabama, were 

reserved for white people only. Even if 

the bus was filled with black passen- 

gers standing in the aisles, no one could sit 

in these seats. In addition, Montgomery city 

law stated that if the seats in the back of the 

bus were needed for white passengers, 

black passengers could be compelled to sur- 
render their seats. 

On December 1, 1955, Rosa Parks, a 


department store seamstress and volunteer 
secretary of the NAACP, refused to give 


up her seat on a Montgomery bus. This- 


heroic act became a catalyst for change. It 
sparked the Montgomery Bus Boycott; 
and 13 months later, the U.S. Supreme 
Court ruled that Montgomery’s segrega- 
tion laws were unconstitutional. 


On the eve of the Montgomery Bus 


Boycott, on December 5, 1955, a young 
Baptist minister already knew this. His 
name was Rev. Martin Luther King, Jr. 
He spoke the following words that 
encouraged thousands to walk instead of 
ride the bus for well over a year: 

“And just because she refused to get 
up, she was arrested. You know my 
friends there comes a time when people 
get tired of being trampled over by the 
iron feet of oppression... 

“We are here, we are here this evening 
because we’re tired now. Now let us say 
that we are not here advocating violence. 
_ There will be nobody among us who will 
stand up and defy the Constitution of this 
nation. We only assemble here because of 


our desire to see right exist... 

“My friends, I want it to be known that 
we’re going to work with grim and firm 
determination to gain justice on the buses 
in this city. And we are not wrong, we are 
not wrong in what we are doing. If we are 
wrong, then the Supreme Court of this 
nation is wrong. If we are wrong, the 
Constitution of the United States is 
wrong. If we are wrong, God Almighty is 
wrong... If we are wrong, justice is a lie. 
And we are determined here in 
Montgomery to work and fight until jus- 
tice runs down like water and righteous- 
ness like a mighty stream.” 

GRIM AND FIRM DETERMINATION 


Fast forward 50 years to December 5, 
2005, on a cold winter evening at Frank 
Ogawa Plaza in downtown Oakland. The 
fight continues for an equitable and just 
transportation system for ALL. Urban 
Habitat sponsored an event that brought 
together religious leaders, community 
activists, AC Transit bus drivers and tran- 
sit-dependent riders, to honor Rosa Parks 
and take a stand on the inequities that 
exist in public transportation today. 

Reverend Cheryl Elliot’s words opened 
the event: “Dignity, Justice, Respect, 
Access and Opportunity for All.” 

Reverend Andre Shumake said, 
“Something great and wonderful came out 
of Montgomery. Fifty years later, we are 
still tired and fighting for transportation 
justice. We do not have affordable, acces- 
sible, and safe transportation. It is a trav- 
esty of justice that AC Transit is not being 
funded at the appropriate levels.” 


Scott Braley photo 


Rev. Andre Shumake delivers an inspiring address at the rally. 


‘Something great and wonderful came out of Montgomery. 
Fifty years later, we are still tired and fighting for trans- 
portation justice. We do not have affordable, accessible, 
and safe transportation. It is a travesty of justice that AC 


Transit is not being funded at the appropriate levels.” 
— Reverend Andre Shumake 


“When funding for roads is inadequate, 
we have to endure a few more potholes,” 
said Lila Hussain, event organizer, “but 
when funding for buses is inadequate, peo- 


ple are unable to get to work and school.” 
Nearly 80 percent of AC Transit bus 


riders are people of color, and more than’ 


60 percent have no other means of trans- 
portation. : 

Lila Hussain described the unequal dis- 
tribution of funding by the Metropolitan 
Transportation Commission (MTC) to the 
public transportation giants: MUNI, 
BART, and AC Transit. 

Richard Marcantonio, an attorney with 
Public Advocates, shared these facts: “As 
a result of MTC’s knowingly discrimina- 
tory funding practices, AC Transit riders 
receive a public subsidy of only $2.78 per 
trip, BART passengers receive more than 
double that: $6.14; and Caltrain passen- 
gers receive $13.79, nearly five times 
more than AC Transit riders.” 

Sylvia Darensburg, an African 
American mother of three, is transit 
dependent and, like Rosa Parks, has taken 


_ a stand for justice. Sylvia, along with two 


other plaintiffs, has filed a civil rights 
lawsuit against MTC for its discriminato- 
ry and inequitable funding processes. 


Kid’s First youth activists who were 
present at this protest also carry Rosa 
Park’s spirit in their constant struggle to 
keep transportation affordable for 
Oakland’s low-income youth. 

JUSTICE RUNS DOWN LIKE WATER 

“This society would still be as 
wretched, were it not for their sacrifice,” 
Joshua Abram of the Ella Baker Center 
said about the struggles of the civil rights 
workers of the 1950s and ‘60s. The strug- 
gle for social, economic, as well as trans- 
portation justice today is in need of a 
“Rosa Parks” sacrifice. 

Many are working diligently in our 
social justice and grassroots organiza- 
tions. They are working against all odds 


to ensure that our communities of color 


are treated fairly and equitably. 

As long as injustice exists, the work is 
not done. As long as injustice exists, there 
will always be a call for the one and then 
the many to stand and demand that the 
most basic human rights be available and 
protected for ALL. 

“If we are wrong, justice is a lie.” 


To join the effort or to donate, contact the 
Transportation Justice Working Group at (510) 
839-9510 or visit www.urbanhabitat.org. 


Voices of Youth from the Streets of Berkeley 


Expressive Group Writing at YEAH! 
by Karen Berger 


I volunteer at the Youth Emergency 
Assistance Hostel (YEAH!) in Berkelely. 
For two hours each Sunday night, during 
dinner, a few street youth cluster with me 
at a table and we write together. I bring 
notebooks, pens and delicious cookies to 
fuel inspiration along with participation. 

Two years ago, just as I was starting my 
connection with YEAH!, I took an expres- 
sive writing class in which we learned how 
to write “from the subconscious.” We 
learned techniques to bypass the self-criti- 
cism that blocks creative flow. 

The supportive, nonjudgmental atmos- 
phere created by the facilitator allowed us 
to voice our uniqueness. Mutual trust 


enabled us to read our writing out loud so 
we learned from each others’ creative out- 
put. I wanted to share what I had learned 
about these expressive group writing tech- 
niques with YEAH! guests. 

Each week, I look for new ideas to spur 
creativity. One technique that’s been a great 
hit is for one person to begin a story which 
is then continued by others around the cir- 
cle. This is what happened last week when 
Joseph, John, Emmanuel and I did a story- 
telling collaborative. Individual contribu- 
tions are separated by a row of ****, 


THE STORY CONTINUES 
So I was walking down the street 
A man dropped a bag of some money 
next to my feet and just ran off. 


I didn’t know what to do so... 
KEKE 


I went to a wise old man and asked him 
What should I do? He said invest 

so I went to the stock market. 

KKK 


I changed my mind on the way there, _ 
when I saw a woman with young children 
begging — it made me want to help her. 

I paid half my money to a restaurant 
manager, who was then motivated to offer 
the mother a job. 

The only problem then was, who would 
watch her kids? 

7K KK 


All of a sudden 

I was surrounded by ten cops, 

all guns were pointed right at my head. 
“Freeze,” said Officer O’ Malley. 

“I place you under arrest for disrupting 
the scene of a crime.” 


“It’s a crime to help someone out these 
days?” 

A cop shouts back, “Let the children go!” 
Now I should have untied the children as 


.$o0on as their mother left — 


but that’s retrospect, right? 
Back to the problem at hand: 
KK EK 


The problem was I am a man beginning to 
go crazy. 
KKK 


The things I saw —-the money, the 


woman, the children, the cop — 

I couldn’t tell what was real. 

I was freaked out. 

I used the money to bribe the cop, married 
the woman, raised the kids. 

80 years old now, 

still don’t know what was real. 
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The MTC Pushes Justice to the Back of the Bus 


“Service cuts and fare 
increases caused by MTC’s 
under-funding mean that 
today, there is increasingly 
no seat on the bus at all for 
the urban poor.” 


— Reverend Andre Shumake 


by Ben Jesse Clarke & Lila Hussain 


ifty years after the Montgomery 

Bus Boycott, transportation equi- 

ty is still a crucial issue for com- 

munities of color across the 
country. While legal segregation of public 
transportation is a thing of the past, one 
only has to step onto any urban bus sys- 
tem to see that racial inequality is alive 
and well in the United States. 

The passing of Rosa Parks, a pioneer 
of transportation justice, reminds us of the 
distance we have traveled, and is a fitting 
occasion for a rededication to undertaking 
the hard journey toward justice. 

On December 5, 2005, exactly 50 
years after the Montgomery Bus Boycott 
started, music and poetry rang out against 
the stony facade of Oakland’s City Hall as 
Bay Area bus riders and transportation 
justice advocates gathered to honor the 
memory of Rosa Parks. 

Joy Gospel Choir started the event 
with passionate songs of celebration and 
spiritual resistance, and their uplifting 
rhythms were well:complemented by 
thoughtful reflections from Reverend 
Ruth Elliot from Allen Temple Baptist 
Church of Oakland, Joshua Abraham 
from the Ella Baker Center, and Sylvia 
Darensburg and Communities for Better 
Environment, the co-plaintiffs in a dis- 
crimination lawsuit against the 
Metropolitan Transportation Commission 
(MTC) which controls public funding for 
Bay Area transportation systems. 

Rev. Andre Shumake of the Richmond 
Improvement Association said that “for 
years the MTC has under-funded AC 
Transit and the transportation needs of low- 
income people in comparison to highways 
and rail built to serve affluent suburban 
commuters. Service cuts and fare increases 
caused by MTC’s under-funding mean that 
today, there is increasingly no seat on the 
bus at all for the urban poor.” 

Members of Kids First!, an Oakland 
youth group fighting for social justice, 
performed a skit about transportation jus- 
tice at the event. Kids First organizer Julie 
Iny said that the students in the group are 
part of the third generation of activists to 
follow the paths blazed by Rosa Parks in 
the 1950s — and they want to be the last 
generation of high school students whose 
education is compromised by an unjust 
transportation system. __ 

Iny pointed out that because Oakland 
Unified School District doesn’t fund the 
familiar yellow school buses seen in sub- 
urban districts, Oakland high school stu- 
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; self-reliance, and educate the community about social justice issues. American Friends Service Committee shoulders the entire publish- 
I ing and printing costs of more than $3,000.00 each month to give our vendors a job providing a positive alternative to panhandling. 

j Please donate or subscribe to Street Spirit ! Help us remain an independent voice for justice! 


Signs at the Oakland rally: “Got Youth Pass?” 


and “We Remember Mrs. Parks.” 


dents rely on AC Transit buses to get to 
school and to after-school programs. On 
the bus, they sit — or stand —with the 
other nearly 80 percent of AC Transit rid- 
ers who are people of color. 

Iny reported that because AC Transit 
doesn’t provide enough buses to cover the 
routes to school, the buses that Kids First 
members ride are crowded, messy and 
unreliable. She said it’s not unusual for 
children to be late for school because an 
overcrowded bus passed them by while 
they waited at a poorly lit bus stop with 
no shelter. 

To make matters worse, bus fares are 
high because the Bay Area Metropolitan 
Transportation Commission (MTC) refuses 
to fund AC transit or any other operator to 
prioritize the needs of low-income people; 
as a result, 61 percent of students surveyed 
by Kids First have had to use their lunch 
money to pay for transportation to school. 

Richard Marcantonio, an attorney with 
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Joy Gospel Choir performed passionate songs of spiritual resistance at a rally held in GL aoe of Rosa Parks. 


Public Advocates, lawyers in the lawsuit 
against MTC, said: “As a result of MTC’s 
knowingly discriminatory funding prac- 
tices, AC Transit riders receive a public 
subsidy of only $2.78 per trip while 
CalTrain passengers receive more than 


_ five times that — $13.79.” As a result of 


this unequal funding, AC Transit has been 
forced to cut bus service and raise fares. 

At the event, Urban Habitat unveiled a 
new issue of its quarterly journal, Race, 
Poverty and the Environment entitled 
“Moving the Movement: Transportation 
Justice, 50 Years after the Montgomery 
Bus Boycott.” The issue has a wealth of 
stories about the fight for civil rights and 
equal rights in transportation. 


Ben Jesse Clarke and Lila Hussain are staff 
members at Urban Habitat. Clarke is the editor 
of Race, Poverty & the Environment. You can 
order copies online at www.urbanhabitat.org. 
Or call Urban Habitat for more information at 
(510) 839-9510. 


January 2006 


Sylvia Darensburg speaks at the rally in Oakland on Dec. 5, 2005. 
She is a plaintiff in a discrimination lawsuit against the MTC. 
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Big Brother Disqualifies the Poor from Getting Help 


by Lydia Gans 


he Universal Declaration of 
Human Rights, adopted by the 
United Nations General Assembly 
in 1948, declares that “everyone 
has the right to... food, clothing, housing, 
medical care and necessary social services, 
and the right to security in the event of 
unemployment, sickness, disability, widow- 
hood, old age or other lack of livelihood in 
circumstances beyond his control.” 

That seems like a reasonable expecta- 
tion for people in a civilized society. Yet 
the Bush administration’s actions — 
pumping obscene amounts of money into 
overseas military adventures, cutting taxes 
for the very rich while slashing social pro- 
grams — are resulting in more people 
being denied these basic rights every day. 

The public spectacle of homeless peo- 
ple, especially mothers and children, sit- 
ting shivering on our city streets is shame- 
ful. Knowing that there are many more 
people on the verge of homelessness is 
painful. The U.S. Conference of Mayors 
national Hunger and Homelessness 
Survey has found an increase in home- 
lessness almost every year in the 21 years 
since it was first taken. During this past 
year, the number of homeless people, 
based on the demand for shelter beds, 
increased by another six percent. 

At the same time, the Department of 
Housing and Urban Development (HUD), 
which is supposed to provide housing 
assistance for poor people in the form of 
public housing projects and Section 8 rent 
subsidies, is subjected to continual 
decreases in funding. The appropriations 
bill already passed by Congress does not 
appropriate enough money to meet the 
current needs, that is, to keep up with 


existing Section 8 vouchers, let alone 


keep up with projected future housing 
needs for the next five years. 

In addition, the current $39.7 billion, 
five-year deficit-reduction bill being con- 
sidered at this writing contains numerous 
cuts in all sorts of desperately needed 
social services, including housing for 
poor, elderly and disabled people. For 
example, looking at Section 8, the Bush 
administration is demanding an additional 
2 percent across-the-board cut to all hous- 
ing assistance programs, but the House 
and Senate would only go for a 1 percent 
cut. That doesn’t seem like very much out 
of a $15 billion annual budget for the 
Section 8 program, but it translates into a 
loss of 17,500 housing vouchers nation- 
wide. 

That means 17,500 families made 
homeless, meaning that far more than 
17,500 people — perhaps three times that 
many children, elderly, disabled and poor 
people — would somehow have to be cut 
off the rolls of Section 8. How are the 
housing authorities that administer the 
program going to carry that out? The buzz 
word is “attrition.” 

Locally, the Alameda County and 
Contra Costa County housing authorities 
are laying the groundwork for being able 
to claim that there are fewer people need- 
ing or eligible for housing assistance. It’s 
simple: just tighten the eligibility require- 
ments. As a matter of fact, that seems to 
be the approach taken by many govern- 
ment agencies that provide social services 
— discourage people from applying by 
making the process more difficult, more 
intimidating, more demeaning. 

Lynda Carson, who is a contributor to 
Street Spirit and other newspapers on eco- 
nomic issues, is herself a victim of these 
practices. Carson is representative of 
many other people in the same situation. 
She is poor, manages to get by on a very 
limited income, and would never be able 
to keep a roof over her head without the 
help of her Section 8 voucher. And here 


The National Law Center on Homelessness and Poverty 
found significant numbers of people are being denied basic 
benefits because they do not have a photo ID. The numbers 
are shocking: 51 percent were denied SSI, 53 percent were 
denied food stamps, 31 percent were refused TANF bene- 
fits, 45 percent were denied medical services and 54 per- 


cent were not able to obtain housing or shelter services! 


we come to the heart of this story. For the 
first time in many years, Carson is very 
worried. 

Without any advance notice, the 
Oakland Housing Authority recently sent 
out packets containing 12 pages of “ques- 
tions and demands” to about 10,000 fami- 
lies in Section 8 and public housing pro- 
grams in Oakland. “They’ve never done 
that before,’ Carson says. 

Until this year, tenants would get a 


card in the mail notifying them that their — 


inspection would take place in three or 
four weeks. They were asked to have doc- 
umentation ready to verify their income 
and the amount of their utility bills. At the 
time of the inspection, they would be 
asked to sign a “section 214 form” on 
which they are asked to affirm under 
penalty of perjury that they are U:S. citi- 
zens or have legal immigration status. 
That has always been sufficient. 

This year, without warning, tenants are 
confronted with a packet of formidable 
demands which are difficult, if not impossi- 
ble, for some to meet. If they don’t comply 
— and they are not given very much time 
to respond — they will be shown no mercy. 
They are warned: “FAILURE TO SUBMIT 
YOUR COMPLETE PACKET AND 
REQUIRED VERIFICATIONS WILL 
RESULT IN A BREACH OF YOUR PAR- 
TICIPATION OBLIGATIONS AND 
MAY CAUSE YOU TO LOSE YOUR 
SECTION 8 ASSISTANCE.” 

_ This is pretty scary for Carson and for 
many others because one of the “required 
verifications” is a certified copy of their 
birth certificate. Not so simple. Carson 
was adopted. She knows nothing about 


the circumstances of her birth or her bio- 
logical parents; and she is far from being 
the only person among the thousands of 
Housing Authority clients facing this situ- 
ation. 

An estimated six million adoptees are 
in the United States; and for those who 
are in their thirties and older, birth infor- 
mation would be extraordinarily difficult 


_ to obtain. In most states, adoption records 


were sealed between the 1950s and 1970s; 
only recently a few states have passed 
laws to open records to adult adoptees. 
Even then, it will take considerable time 
and money to get a certified copy of the 
birth certificate, neither of which is avail- 
able for people in Carson’s position. 

The packet also contains a set of vague 
questions directed to clients who are 
elderly and disabled which would be 
laughable under other circumstances. 
Carson gives an example of one question 
which asks if the person has been 
involved in illegal activities. She points 
out that it’s illegal for seniors to. go to 
Canada to buy their medications. 

-Another element in the packet that 
many clients find objectionable is the 
requirement that they sign a release allow- 
ing the Housing Authority to share their 
information with the Department of 
Defense — a symptom of the paranoia 
sweeping the country these days, but cer- 
tainly uncalled for as a condition to guar- 
antee a roof over one’s head! A cynic 
might interpret that as suspecting poor 
people who apply for government assis- 
tance of being potential terrorists. 

Perhaps the most far-reaching demand 
is that each person have a photo ID. This 


- the damn building 


has become a requirement, not only for 
people in Section 8 and public housing, 
but for access to many other social pro- 
grams and government agencies. This is 
another egregious burden that is being put 
on poor people. Not only adoptees, but 
people who have been homeless or incar- 
cerated, are likely to have lost their docu- 
ments, leaving them with no proper iden- 
tification papers. Without the official ID, 
they are confronted with all sorts of barri- 
ers just to survive. 

A 2004 survey by the National Law 
Center on Homelessness and Poverty 
(NLCHP) looked at 16 states over a peri- 
od of one month and found significant 
numbers of people are being denied basic 
benefits because they do not have a photo 


_ ID. The numbers are shocking: 51 percent 


were denied SSI, 53 percent were denied 
food stamps, 31 percent were refused 
TANF benefits, 45 percent were denied 
medical services and 54 percent were not 
able to obtain housing or shelter services! 

And there is a further, ugly twist to 
this. Without a photo ID, people cannot 
even enter many government buildings. 
The NLCHP report cites an example of a 
person not even being able to get into a 
federal building to apply for SSI. 

Carson said she needed to go to the 
federal courthouse for some paperwork. 
“There’s a guard at the front door 


demanding to look at everybody’s photo — 


ID,” she said. “Mine was expired by a 
year and a half. I couldn’t even get into 
1? 

What does it really mean that her ID 
has expired? Carson presented her ID 
when she got into the Section 8 program 
back in 1991. “I’m still me,” she says. “I 
still exist. Even if it’s expired, why 
doesn’t it still work?” 

Getting a new photo ID card means a 
bureaucratic hassle, at best, and money, of 
which she has none to spare. She explains, 
“In Section 8 and public housing, there’s 
a lot of people, like myself, who are get- 
ting older. A lot of definitely older 
African Americans in public housing 
probably haven’t had or seen their birth 
certificates in years. Or like myself, their 
photo IDs may have lapsed. We’re not 
really active in society; we’ve got our lit- 
tle world out there where we go to our 
normal check cashing places and every- 
body knows us. So we have this routine 
going and it works for us. Suddenly all 
these new hurdles come our way and 
we’re not ready for them. And they put a 
deadline on it and by the time the deadline 
comes, if we’re not prepared for them, it’s 
off with our heads.” 

In addition to the new requirements 


described here, there are more and more ~ 


demands being made of clients in housing 
and other social service programs. It is a 
frightening prospect for people who are 
already in a fragile situation. Nobody 
knows what further restrictions will be put 
in place, nor how many people will be cut 
out of programs by “attrition.” 

It is important, Carson says, to make 
the community more aware of the plight 
of those in our society who need help to 
survive. “We’re speaking out,” she says, 
“to make politicians and citizens more 
aware. I often urge people to call their 
representatives to oppose the budget cuts, 


and now would be the time to do so.” 


There is still time before the proposed 
budget cuts are finalized to contact our 
Congressional Representatives. Carson 
explains that the Democrats forced some 
technical changes in the current budget 
cutting bill so the House of 
Representatives will be voting on the bill 
one more time late in January. It’s known 
as the budget reconciliation bill (S. 1932 
and House Report 109-362). 
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Looking for Work While Struggling to Survive 


Story and photo by Lydia Gans 


he newspapers carry bold head- 

lines: “Stock prices surge.” “The 

Dow is at a new high,” they tell 

us, reporting an “upbeat eco- 
nomic picture.” In large print on the busi- 
ness page, the headline reads, “State gains 
6800 jobs in October,” followed by a less 
upbeat message in considerably smaller 
print: “but unemployment rises.” 

It’s not entirely clear what this really 
means in terms of the overall economic 
picture, but it’s very clear to people like 
Van Akria. She has been homeless for a 
year and two months, with little hope of 
getting indoors. She has been without a 
steady job for a year and four months. 

Even if she could find reasonably priced 
housing, coming up with first and last 
‘month’s rent and deposit seems an almost 
insurmountable hurdle. It’s not that she 
hasn’t been looking. And it’s not that she 
doesn’t have any job skills — she was “a 
printer pressman by trade,” she explains, 
but there are practically no more small 
printing companies. They’ve gone out of 
business, replaced by computers. 

She was good at her work, and describes 
how to recognize good and poor quality 
printing. She is also an experienced painter, 
and is strong, energetic, and ready and will- 
' ing to do any kind of work. Van’s last regu- 
lar job was as a general laborer for the San 
Francisco Department of Recreation and 
Parks until she was laid off as a result of 
budget cuts. 

Now, while she looks for regular work, 
she does odd jobs, selling the Street Spirit, 
helping vendors unload their wares at the 
flea market and the farmers markets, help- 
ing in construction, whatever work she 
can get. It’s enough to eat, to pay for a 
storage locker, to survive, and maybe get 
indoors in a hotel room for two or three 
days a month. 

For those of us who have never been 
homeless, it’s hard to imagine what it’s 
like surviving on the street. Van has a reg- 
ular camp spot with several other people 
she has known for years. She recalls 
Maria King, the homeless woman who 
slept alone on the street and was murdered 
in Berkeley on February 8, 2005. 

Even sleeping with others around, a 
person has to be alert. Van makes her 
point with a colorful example: “When 
you're sleeping on the streets, you got to 
have your ears pinned to the ground — 
you can hear a rat piss on cotton at night. 
some times.” . 


Van Akria works hard selling Street Spirit and is looking for a permanent job. 


‘This administration doesn’t give a damn. They don’t care. 
Why are our jobs going across the water? We were 
American workers, now we’re American consumers. And 
how are we gonna make money to be a consumer (when) 
we ain’t got no jobs here? What’s wrong with this picture?” 


Their campsite is in a residential neigh- 
borhood where, she says, “people know 
somebody’s sleeping there but they don’t 
want to see you, and you don’t want to see 
them.” It certainly looks like a convenient 
way for folks to deny homelessness without 
feeling guilty. Van and her friends make 
sure to keep the spot clean, and they’re up 
and away at 5:30 in the morning. 

Van is 48 years old. She was born in 


New York, then came out here with her 
parents when she was 12. She still. has rel- 
atives in Brooklyn who she recently went 
back to visit for the first time in 30 years. 

We talk about living in New York and 
I tell Van that I think I would like to live 
there if I had money; but she doesn’t 
agree. “If I had a lot of money, I'd live in 
Canada right now,” she declares. 

She is sensitive about how the public 


looks at homeless people, how they 
expect all homeless people to look dirty 
and unkempt; those looks are supposed to 
make homeless people feel inferior and 
stigmatized by their position. 

What does it mean to “look homeless” 
these days, she asks. “There are people 
out here got jobs (yet) they sleep on the 
street. They don’t look like they’re home- 
less. They can go to work every day, they 
can buy a bus pass, but they can’t afford 
the rent to stay somewhere.” 

Van stands tall and proud like any con- 
fident and capable member of the commu- 
nity, defying anybody to say she looks 
like a homeless person. “I go to MASC, 
take a shower, brush my teeth, change my 
clothes every day.” She is trying to get a 
regular job “so I can stay inside,” while 
working just to survive from day to day. 

Struggling to survive, Van is righteous- 
ly angry about budget cuts and outsourc- 
ing of jobs and a government that just 
doesn’t care. “This administration doesn’t 
give a damn,” Van says. “They don’t care. 
Why are our jobs going across the water? 


We were American workers, now we're . 


American consumers. And how are we 
gonna make money to be a consumer 
(when) we ain’t got no jobs here? What’s 
wrong with this picture?” : 

She is clear on the problems facing the 
country, on the need for change, and on 


_the need for political action; but she 


doesn’t have the time or energy to partici- 
pate. “I’m trying to get a job and get off 
the streets. I got to do what I got to do,” 
which is “get a permanent job and get 
back inside.” 

She’s not optimistic, and only sees 
things getting worse. “Right now, there’s 
going to be more people out here besides 
me — a lot more people, and families — 
‘sleeping on the street, in doorways (because 
of) the Bush administration,” Van ‘says. 
“And people are going to say, “Where are 
they coming from?’ What do you mean 
where they coming from? You voted for 
that man to get in, well vote his ass out!” 

She is convinced that more and more 
people are beginning to recognize what is 
happening. She notes that the public is not 
so ready to stereotype the homeless any- 
more. “When they see homeless people on 
the street right now, people say, ‘Oh my 
God, that could be me next month.’” 

If it could happen to Van Akria, who is 
strong and competent and ready to work, 
it certainly looks like it can happen to 
anybody. 


Oe ee 
Let Justice Roll Down Like Waters — Raise the Minimum Wage 


Today’s minimum wage is 
not a fair wage — economi- 
cally or ethically. The miser- 
ly minimum wage confines 

_ workers in poverty. 


by Janis Shields, AFSC 


PHILADELPHIA—The American 
Friends Service Committee (AFSC), a 
~ Quaker organization and co-recipient of 
the 1947 Nobel Peace Prize, has co-pro- 
duced a new report-calling for a just mini- 
mum wage that will keep workers out of 
poverty and strengthen our nation’s busi- 
nesses, communities and economy. 

A Just Minimum Wage: Good for 
Workers, Business and Our Future, co- 
authored by Holly Sklar and the Rev. Dr. 
Paul Sherry, points out that, adjusting for 
inflation, today’s $5.15 an hour federal 
minimum wage is nearly $4 an hour less 
than it was in 1968 — the year the Rev. 
Martin Luther King Jr. was assassinated. 


The miserly minimum wage has been tak- 
ing us backwards, not forwards. — 

Most people remember the 1963 
March on Washington for Jobs and 
Freedom as the occasion where Martin 
Luther King Jr. gave his famous “I Have a 
Dream” address. A key demand of the 
march was “a national minimum wage act 
that will give all Americans a decent stan- 
dard of living.” The 1963 minimum wage 
is worth more than $8 in today’s dollars. 

Today’s minimum wage is not a fair 
wage — economically or ethically. It is 
not good for workers, business or our 
nation’s future. : 

“When the minimum wage is a poverty 
wage, as it is today, it reinforces injus- 
tice,” said Kitty Hsu Dana, AFSC associ- 
ate general secretary for advancement. 
“We are called to take action in a moral 
cause to raise the minimum wage and turn 
our nation from the dead-end low road of 
deepening poverty and inequality to the 
high road of rising opportunity and endur- 
ing progress.” 

King wrote in his Letter from 
Birmingham Jail, first published by the 


AFSC and distributed in advance of the 
historic March on Washington: “Let jus- 
tice roll down like waters and righteous- 
ness like a mighty stream.” Taking inspi- 
ration from these words and King’s work 


for civil rights and economic justice, 
AFSC has joined with more than 50 other 


faith- and community-based organizations 
in The Let Justice Roll Coalition, which 1S 
working to raise the federal minimum 
wage as well as for higher minimum 
wages in selected states. - 


“Raising the minimum wage to a living 


wage is essential for the common good of 


our families, communities and nation,” — 
‘said Dana. “Quaker faith calls on us to 


eliminate causes of suffering such as vio- 
lence and poverty. All things can be trans- 
formed through the power of people 
working together for the common good.” 


You can order this minimum wage report 
for $5 by calling toll-free 1-800-889-5733 or 
order by e-mail: rbray @gbgm-umc.org 

See the minimum wage report online at 
http://www.afsc.org/economic-justice/a-just- 
minimum-wage.htm 
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The U.S. death toll is more 
than 2,000 and rising fast. The 
bill for taxpayers is more than 
$200 billion. But one CEO has 
had a helluva party. 


by Sarah Anderson 


ver the past few months, I’ve 
gotten all kinds of flak from 
CEOs who were the subject of a 
report I co-authored about exec- 
utive pay among defense contractors. Jack 
London of CACTI International, whose 
employees interrogated prisoners at Abu 
Ghraib, denounced what I wrote as “shame- 
ful” and “ignorant.” A United Technologies 
official accused me (falsely) of slander. 

But the man who got the worst skewer- 
ing was silent. David H. Brooks, CEO of 
bulletproof vest maker DHB Industries, 
earned $70 million in 2004, 13,349 per- 
cent more than his pre-9/11 compensa- 
tion, according to Executive Excess, co- 
published by the Institute for Policy 
Studies and United for a Fair Economy. 
Brooks sold company stock worth about 
$186 million last year, spooking investors 
who drove DHB’s share price from more 
than $22 to as low as $6.50. 

Shareholders were mighty ticked, but 
what makes Brooks’ war windfalls partic- 
ularly obscene is that the equipment 
which boosted his fortunes appears not to 
work very well. In May 2005, the U.S. 
Marines recalled more than 5,000 DHB 
armored vests after questions were raised 
about their effectiveness in stopping 9 
mm bullets. In November, the Marines 
and Army announced a recall of an addi- 
tional 18,000 DHB vests. 

Hearing nothing from DHB’s PR team 
in response to media coverage of the 
report, I thought Mr. Brooks might be 
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“Study For A War Monument.” 


cowering in shame. Instead, I now find 
out that he was busy planning a party. 
And not just any party. 

The New York Daily News estimates that 
the bat. mitzvah Brooks threw for his 
daughter over the weekend cost an estimat- 
ed $10 million. Virtually every musician 
that you might guess would appeal to a 50- 
something Long Island CEO was flown in 
by private jet: Aerosmith, Tom Petty, the 
Eagles’ Don Henley and Joe Walsh, who 
performed with Fleetwood Mac’s Stevie 
Nicks, and Kenny G. As a likely concession 
to his daughter’s tastes, Brooks also booked 
50 Cent, DJ AM (Nicole Richie’s fiancée) 
and rap diva Ciara. 

According to Daily News gossip colum- 
nist Lloyd Grove, Brooks was so pumped 
for Aerosmith that he changed his wardrobe 
for their performance from a “black- leather, 
metal-studded suit — accessorized with 


War Profiteer Knows How To Party 


Engiaving by Art Hazelwood fom “Hubris Carpulentuc: 


biker-chic necklace chains and diamonds 
from Chrome Hearts jewelers — into a hot- 
pink suede version of the same lovely out- 
fit.” The CEO then reportedly mounted the 
stage, clowned with Steven Tyler and 
insisted that his teenage nephew be permit- 
ted to sit in on drums. 

Gallivanting with celebrities no doubt 
does wonders to relieve the mind of 
unpleasant matters. And Brooks has plen- 
ty to ponder. Under investigation by the 
Securities and Exchange Commission for 
financial wrongdoing, he also faces a 
number of investor class action lawsuits 
for fraud and insider trading. 

On top of the Marine recall, DHB fad 
to settle a lawsuit in April with the New 
York Police Department and the Southern 
States Police Benevolent Association by 
replacing an estimated 2,609 potentially 
defective pieces of body armor. DHB 
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stock, already in the tank, has slumped 
even further, to about $4. 

Grotesque as it may be, Brooks’ 
blowout. is merely one of the more visible 
symbols of rampant war profiteering in 
the post-9/11 era. Our study showed that 
defense contractor CEOs received raises 
on average of 200 percent between 2001 
and 2004, compared to only 7 percent for 
average large company CEOS. 

Compared to the pay of those on the 
front lines of the war, the gap has grown 
even faster. The ratio between defense CEO 
pay and that of a military general has dou- 
bled during this period, from 12-to-1 to 23- 
to-1. The defense CEOs make 160 times 
the pay of an army private in combat. 

Americans haven’t always been so 
blasé about war profiteering. President 
Franklin Delano Roosevelt famously said: 
“{ don’t want to see a single war million- 
aire created in the United States as a result 
of this world disaster.” 

FDR’s strong feelings about war profi- 
teering were shared by his successor, Harry 
Truman. As a Senator, Truman had trav- 
eled around the country going from one 
defense industry factory to another to 
investigate charges that executives were 
reaping unfair rewards. He later formed an 
investigative committee that saved billions 
in military costs. Imagine if Truman and 


FDR were alive today what they might 


have to say about Brooks’ extravaganza. 

Two and a half years into this war, the 
costs are painfully clear. The U.S. death toll 
is more than 2,000 and rising fast. The bill 
for taxpayers is more than $200 billion and 
growing. The damage to Americans’ image 
in the world is immeasurable. But one man 
has had a helluva party. 


Sarah Anderson is a Fellow of the Institute 
for Policy Studies and the co-author of Field 
Guide to the Global Economy (New Press, 
2005) and Executive Excess. 


Attorneys and Tenants Say Richmond Courts Unfair to the Poor 
Eviction Defense Center speaks out against improper rulings in Richmond Superior Court 


“It is very disturbing to see 
how often that tenants fac- 
ing eviction are not being 
treated fairly in the courts 
when they try to defend 


themselves.’ 
— Anne Omura, Eviction Defense Center 


by Lynda Carson 


esidents of Richmond, 

California, want to believe that 

their constitutional rights are 

upheld by the courts, including 
the right of poor people to have access to 
a jury trial. Instead, low-income tenants 
have found that their rights are being 
trampled on in the Richmond courts, and 
people have united to speak out against 
such injustices. 

Queen Jackson, a tenant defending her 
Own eviction case, is not the first person 
to feel like she was taken for a ride by the 
courts of Richmond, after the judge 
stripped her of her right to a jury trial 
when it became apparent that she was rep- 
resenting herself. ae Des 

“I walked out of that courtroom feeling 
so small,” said Queen Jackson. “The 
whole thing was so unfair, but it happened 
so fast, and I didn’t know what to say. 
They really took advantage of me. It was 
Judge Berger that screwed me by telling 
me that my papers were not filed on time, 
which was not true.” 

Queen Jackson is the mother of five 


children, and has lived in the same resi- 
dence in Richmond for the past 15 years, 
until she was forced to defend herself 
from an unlawful eviction after her resi- 
dence faced foreclosure. 

“Judge Berger is a very unfair person 
who does not give a damn about black peo- 
ple,” said Jackson. “When I was in court, 
there was nothing but black people and 
Hispanics there facing eviction, and the 
judge definitely let us all know that he 
cared more for his wealthy friends who 
were evicting us, than he did about making 
sure that we had a fair hearing in court.” 

According to the Eviction Defense 
Center (EDC), a nonprofit law firm in 


Oakland, “the judge cited a local rule as 


grounds for taking the jury trial away 
from Ms. Jackson, despite having been 
reversed two weeks earlier by an 
Appellate Court for doing exactly the 
same thing to another eviction defendant.” 

Anne Omura, executive director of the 
EDC, said, “It is very disturbing to see 
how often that tenants facing eviction are 
not being treated fairly in the courts when 
they try to defend themselves.” 

Year after year, Richmond courts have 
engaged in a pattern and practice of deny- 
ing poor people — who are defending 
themselves in court from eviction — their 
constitutional right to a trial by jury, stat- 
ed the EDC in a recent press release. 
“These practices have gone largely unno- 
ticed because of the class of people vic- 
timized: poor, legally unsophisticated ten- 
ants facing eviction from their homes.” 

Unfortunately, most of these victims 
lack the resources to fight the improper 


rulings of judges. Because of the fast track 
procedure of eviction through the courts, 
tenants do not have the time to challenge 
improper rulings when they occur, and the 
result is that the system is biased in favor 
of landlords. 


“We have observed several instances 


where we believe that indigent clients in 
pro per were unable to pursue their consti- 
tutional right to trial by jury because of a 
possible misunderstanding by the local 
court,” said Monique Doryland of the 
Contra Costa County Bay Area Legal Aid. 

It is no secret that nonprofit legal ser- 
vice providers have felt frustrated for 
many years by these injustices occurring 
in the courts, because they lack the 
resources to challenge the judicial system 
when it is at its worst. 

Fortunately for local tenants, action is 
being taken to bring an end to these 
unlawful practices against the poor. 
Oakland’s Eviction Defense Center has 
begun to partner up with local law firms 
that are willing to take cases pro bono, as 
a way to help these victims get a fair hear- 
ing in the courts. As a result, two writs 
recently were granted against the 
Richmond Superior Court for denying 
poor people their right to a trial by jury. 

“The abuse of the Richmond court is 
so rampant,” Omura said, “we anticipate 
that there will be plenty more opportuni- 
ties to file writs.” 

Richmond judges have unfairly denied 
poor people their right to a trial by jury in 
numerous ways, which are all contrary to 
procedures mandating the ways in which 
a jury trial may be waived. According to 


the EDC, “Judges improperly deny fee 
waivers, improperly rely on local rules, or 
simply refuse to act on timely filed 
demands for jury trial.” 

“Our organization has been fighting 
the Richmond courthouse over these 
issues for years,” said Omura of the EDC. 

Attorneys of the East Bay Tenants Bar 
Association have been experiencing the 
same problems in Richmond. “Clearly, a 
local rule should never trump the 
Constitution. Unfortunately, for the 
clients that we serve, the local Superior 
Court is the Supreme Court for them, 
because they do not have the time or 
resources to appeal bad decisions,” said 
local tenant attorney Roxanne Romell. 

Jorge Aguilar, an attorney with the 
EDC, estimated that there are literally 
hundreds of victims of these improper 
judicial tactics. “If the judges in 
Richmond think they are saving time by 
taking away jury trials from the poor, they 
should think again,” said Aguilar. 

Omura and Aguilar say they are deter- 
mined to maintain the pressure on the 
Richmond courts. “Our goal is to keep fil- 
ing writs until these improper practices 
end,” said Aguilar. 

As for Queen Jackson, her unlawful 
eviction was eventually dismissed with 
the help of the Eviction Defense Center 
and Cooley Godward LLP, and she was 
able to get enough time to relocate her 
family to a nicer neighborhood in Pinole. 

_ The Eviction Defense Center may be 
reached at (510) 452-4541. Lynda Carson may 
be reached at tenantsrule@ yahoo.com 


ec 


E 
S 
d 
S 
h 
I 
t 
V 
I 


_—— 


rs re re ee. F 


~ 


January 2006 


STREET SPIRIT 


from page one 


Vigil attendees were given torn fabric 
to remember the dead. Rev. Hamilton 
said, “All the things that made that person 
can now be taken up, scrap by scrap, and 
sewn, re-sewn into something new. To re- 
sew is to remember. We remember that 
many have been torn from us, but are now 
‘sewn back together in our community for 
we choose to remember them.... We 
choose to remember them.” 

Representatives from the Youth 


Emergency Assistance Hostel (YEAH!) © 


spoke, “Two of our young people have 


died. One who had been on the streets 


since the age of 12 was recently sent 
home to New Jersey. He overdosed on 
heroin in his home. His parents were glad 
that he was home; but we’re not happy, 
we lost that one. We are working so 
homeless youth don’t have to become 
homeless adults.” 

Janny Castillo, BOSS community orga- 
nizer, read a statement from Terry 
Messman, Street Spirit editor. “Shortly 
before Christmas last year, a poor tenant 
named Mary Jesus found that she had no 
home in this world anymore. Her landlord 
had raised the rent and then evicted her 
from the Oakland apartment she had lived 
in for 13 years. Being evicted felt like the 
end of her life to Mary Jesus. As a disabled 

‘woman living on General Assistance, she 
saw nothing ahead but a destitute life on the 
dead-end streets. So she took her own life 
on December 10, 2004. Mary Jesus died in 


Religious Leaders Decry 
Newsom’s Policies 


from page one 


accept this contradiction: highly publi- 
cized care for a thousand people and the 
quiet persecution of thousands of others,” 
said Revered Schuyler Rhodes. “In a civi- 
lized cOnaunIY. i is not, and cannot, be a 
crime to be poor.” 

The press conference revealed even 
more troubling information. Since Newsom 
took office, police have issued more than 
11,000 citations for “quality of life” ordi- 
nances. Homeless advocates have estimat- 
ed, based on the city’s 1994 cost analysis of 
the issuance of citations, that these citations 
have cost the city at least $300,000. That’s 
money that, if the current administration 
truly practiced compassion, could be spent 
giving people homes rather than making 
their lives more difficult. 

“While we acknowledge the po 
aspects of the city’s housing initiatives,” 
said Rabbi Alan Lew, “we are at ‘the same 
time deeply troubled by aspects of our 
city’s homeless policy that violate the 
Biblical mandate to be open-hearted to 
those in need — that threaten to turn us 
into a hard-hearted, closed-fisted city, 
lacking in compassion.” 

TIME FOR ACTION 

Since 1993, Religious Witness with 
Homeless People has worked tirelessly to 
organize the religious community around 
solving homelessness. Led by Sister 
Galvin, the organization organized more 
than 100 events over the years, including 
rallies, public prayer services, and sleep- 
outs, the most recent of which occurred just 
last month. Members include some of the 
most respected religious leaders in the city, 
including Rabbi Alan Lew, Rev. Norman 


Nameless and Faceless Deaths in the East Bay 


“The intention of today’s memorial service is to make visible the 
war on the poor, to put names and faces on people who have 
died homeless, to break through our numbness and despair, to 
reclaim our profane awareness of the sanctity and dignity of 
every human life...’’ — Carol Johnson, St. Mary’s Center 


despair because she owed her iadlonts 
only about $1,000. Is a human life not 
worth far more than $1,000?” 

_Michael Diehl, a community activist 
well-known among the homeless communi- 
ty, could not say how many died on the 
streets last year. He wrote: “I have tried 
unsuccessfully to find the name of the man 
who died, Sunday afternoon, November 
11th (Gin Berkeley). He was in his sleeping 
bag when the ambulance arrived. The 
attendee told me he was barely alive but 
dying from cancer. They had to leave his 
wheelchair, which Elizabeth took care of. 
Prentice, the tall black man who died at the 
Harrison House emergency shelter, seems 
to not have died from a drug overdose but 
had been complaining of feeling ill at least 
a week before his death. Two youths from 
the YEAH! youth shelter died, one in New 
Jersey from a drug overdose and one on 
December 3rd at 4:00 p.m. on the streets of 
Berkeley.” 

On the memorial page at the www.cre- 
atepeaceathome.org website, the names 
and stories of homeless people who have 
died in our community are posted to 
remember them: 

+ Anthony Lucero, caught fire and died 
under an exit ramp; 

+ Dalrus Joseph Brown, murdered in 
West Oakland; 

+ Frank Shorman, community activist; 

* Richard Moore, a homeless and 
physically disabled Vietnam vet; 

« Maria Katherine King, a homeless 
woman in Berkeley, brutally beaten into a 


coma, died two weeks later. 

How do we remember and honor the 
many John and Jane Does, whose names 
and life stories now lie buried in unmarked 
graves? How do we remember them? 

A deeper tragedy is the conditions in 
which these people lived. Many lived in 
deplorable situations in extreme poverty 
for decades. They endured harsh weather, 
long-term illness, severe mental illness 
and hunger. What about those who are 


alive and suffering today, the thousands in 


our community who are living in these 
conditions now? 

It is unacceptable that even one person 
spent his last breath without shelter and 
died alone. The outrage and determination 
to rid this country of homelessness should 
be loud and clear. Instead, the cry for 
affordable housing, livable wages and 
affordable health care is barely a whisper. 

Carol Johnson, executive director of 


St. Mary’s Center in Oakland, opened the ~ 


memorial vigil by declaring: 

“Tn the year 2000, the Alameda County 
Board of Supervisors passed a resolution 
declaring a state of emergency in housing 
for extremely low-income people. Seniors 
and other people on SSI are too poor to 
qualify for what we call affordable housing. 

“Since then, we have tried in earnest to 
simply count the number of homeless 
deaths in this county, to attach names and 
faces with this crisis. Our official efforts 
have been thwarted by a system reluctant 
to acknowledge poverty in this communi- 
ty, this state and this nation. Homeless 
people who die in this county remain 
uncounted, unnamed victims of neglect. 

_ “Homelessness and hunger persist and 
increase only because the crisis is ignored. 
People are dying because they are being 
ignored. Ensuring that there is housing for 
everyone and freedom from hunger is not 
beyond imagination or ability. The crisis 
of homelessness and hunger first must be 
a crisis recognized not as a tourist deter- 


Sister Bernie Galvin and San Francisco religious leaders hold a conference to declare 
that the persecution of the poor has severely tarnished Mayor Newsom’s image. 


Fong, and Rev. Keenan Kelsey. 

In its entire history, no mayor has ever 
said no to meeting with Religious 
Witness, including even the notoriously 
conservative Frank Jordan. Yet Newsom 
bucked that trend, steadfastly refusing to 
sit down with the organization to discuss 
his homeless policies. The refusal led 
Galvin and her organization to go public 
with their concerns, aired at December’s 
press-conference. 

“We consider it very ifoptntate that 
Mayor Gavin Newsom has refused to 
even acknowledge our four formal 
requests for a meeting with him since his 
election as mayor,” said Reverend 
Norman Fong at last month’s event. “In 
light of Mayor Newsom’s refusal to meet, 
we feel obligated to bring our concerns 
diréctly to the public’s attention through 
this press conference.” 

But now, it appears the conference will 
represent just the beginning of religious 
leaders’ plan to make the mayor treat 
homeless people more compassionately. 
Religious Witness recently drafted a reso- 
lution calling for the suspension of the 


enforcement of “quality of life” ordi- 
nances, a resolution that,could soon 
become a major issue down at City Hall. 

Along with the increased citations, 
homeless people have endured high 
amounts of harassment by the administra- 
tion. The harassment can be, in large part, 
traced to San Francisco’s current home- 
less policy, which allows the city’s police 
to deal with homeless people in a variety 
of ways that could be considered anything 
but compassionate. Some include: 

* Awakening homeless people between 
4 and 6 in the morning as they sleep on 
sidewalks, and making them move on; 

* Awakening people at 4 a.m. as they 


~ sleep in their vehicles, and making them get 


up and come outside to receive a citation; 

* Placing hundreds of heavy metal bar- 
riers on sidewalks in poorer. neighbor- 
hoods to prevent homeless people from 
sleeping there; 

* Indiscriminately confiscating the 
property of homeless people. 

Religious Witness’ resolution will like- 
ly head to the Board of Supervisors this 
month. Homeless advocates are already 


MISSING 
by Joan Clair 


she was always there 

near the drugstore 

a small young woman 

with a crippled leg 

cheerfully greeting passers-by 
whether they stopped 

to give her a few coins 

or didn’t 


she isn’t there this week 
not yesterday or today 
what happened? 

is she all right? 


the weather is getting colder 
the rains are coming 
I hope she is somewhere warm and dry 


I miss her 


rent, or a nuisance, or a sad situation, but 
as a moral challenge for our whole com- 
munity. We need to understand, as Kofi 
Annan said, ‘The cost of poverty is borne 
by all of us — north and south, rich and 
poor, men and women of all races and 
religions. Today’s real borders are not 
between nations, but between powerful 
and powerless, free and fettered, privi- 
leged and humiliated.’ 

“The intention of today’s memorial ser- 
vice is to make visible the war on the poor, 
to put names and faces on people who have 
died homeless, to break through our numb- 
ness and despair, to reclaim our profound 
awareness of the sanctity and dignity of 
every human life, to declare housing as a 
human right, and to transform our rage and 
grief into action that produces housing for 
the lowest income people.” 


Contact: St. Mary’s Center (510) 893-0119; 
Building Opportunities for Self-Sufficiency 
(BOSS) (510) 649-1930; Youth Emergency 
Assistance Hostel (510) 848-1424. 


viewing it as a chance to both raise aware- 
ness about the mayor’s contradictory 
homeless policies, as well as provide a 
referendum on Newsom’s handling of 
homeless people citywide. 


MORALITY AND THE MAYOR 


It now remains up to Mayor Newsom 
to address the contradictions in his home- 
less policy. It appears difficult for him to 
ignore the facts outlined by Religious 
Witness, and the moral weight of the 
city’s religious leaders and their concern 
over his practices should make it even 
harder. Addressing the issue, however, 
would require him to honestly admit mis- 
takes — something homeless advocates 
are still waiting for from the mayor. 

“Changes in the negative aspects of the 
city’s policy on homelessness are possible 
only when honestly recognized and’ admit- 
ted by our elected officials,” said Galvin. 

“Deep in our hearts, all members of this 
community want a policy on homelessness 
which is comprehensively compassionate 
and just, one which honors the dignity and 
basic human rights of our thousands of 
neighbors who have no homes.” 

Given the long-standing and steadfast 


devotion of Galvin and the members of — 


Religious Witness to ensuring that home- 
less people are treated morally, it’s a safe’ 
bet Newsom wall be held accountable for 
his actions until he faces their criticisms, 
despite his identity in the media as being 
nothing but caring and compassionate. 

However, until he takes serious steps 
towards creating a homeless policy that is 
truly moral in every aspect, it may only 
get harder for the city’s homeless to live 
on the streets of San Francisco. 

And there’s nothing caring or compas- 
sionate about that. 


Casey Mills is a community organizer and 
the managing editor of Beyondchron.org 
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Candlelight Vigil 
by Claire J. Baker . 


Passin’ on: we all will, 
but before we take that Big Trip 
let’s pass on the torch of peace 
and justice: be counted as one 
who held a candle in a vigil beside 
over 2000 pairs of empty combat boots 
of soldiers killed fighting an unjust war. 
Let us whisper, as our face warms 
and eyes glow with light: 
“All wars are unjust, they prove/win 
nothing but trauma, a family 

| shattered, stress, homelessness, _ 
a maimed body and soul.” 


My friend with the real _ 

or symbolic candle, remember 
boots, boots, all the empty 

boots down the war-filled years - 
which leave a legacy of tears. 


Gone with the Wind 


by Claire J. Baker 


America has declared twelve 
outside wars (Revolutionary 

all the way up to Iraq) 

43 million soldiers serving, _ 
650,000 dying, not to mention © 

the wounded in body, spirit, mind, 


many of whom become homeless 
from being lost, helpless, — : ) a 
abandoned after the horror. ’ A vast field of empty combat boots offers an unforgettable picture of the human costs of the war in Iraq. Lydia Gans photo 


Sadly add to these 12 wars = : 
the Civil War, brother against brother, | | Bj illy the Kid at the Anti-War Protest 


blue against gray, the south burning, 


"gone with the wind," by Julia Vinograd 
yet war not gone far enough | | Billy the Kid wasn’t kidding around. S 
tonevercomeback, —__ He shrugged himself thru history like a human cactus, 


_all that paper tore at his touch. | - — 

A book of thorns, grinning when he opted: his guns. 

I had a history book in eighth praded aee was so a 
it would’ ve put sheep to sleep. 2 
' I'd come home, huge dry leaves crackling under my sliges ° 
‘like popcorn or bullets and I'd do history homework 

till I couldn’t bear it anymore. 

Then I'd put the book face down so pumbing facts 

couldn’t get out and ruin my day 

and I’d go play with Billy and watch a7 kill peopl. 

Billy shot people when he was drunk — 

_or when they looked at him funny _ 

but most of the time there wasn’t a reason till afterwards 
_ and it wasn’t a good idea to ask. : 
| Billy spun both smoking guns before he e put them back 
| in their holsters and laughed. -— 
a had a — front tooth and freckles. 


Big Canvas Ball World 


| The wind is my countr 
[Pm] pure as a rattlesnake. . 
| You can still come “play: with: me e anytime.” . 


| aga i EL it 
| Spray sh ores of te 
| offer 


= widiine E eee el i sa = m te ota 7 a . a “ ’ Za P 7 ro ae oe wre - — e . t 9 < wore Z oe 
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“A History of the 20th Century.” Artwork by Art Hazelwood 


THE BLOOD OF BAGHDAD 


Through the stink of burning flesh to be sure — but a time 


we may begin to wonder why when these young princes of democracy 
by Jonika Mountainfire we would believe the lies of old men were so glad to be alive and so dazzled 
The darkness around us is deep. who talk to us with frightened little boys by the empire which had fallen into their laps; 
—WM. STAFFORD sitting on their laps; hungry Titans a time when they were so amazed by the secrets 
Through the flames of Baghdad who couldn’t kick the habit of eating of the Atom, which had been given to them — 
we may begin to see their own children, but were able and to them, alone! — 
that the giants we have loosed to have themselves embalmed in gold that they could only see such wonders 
upon the world are blind — : at the height of their powers — - aS a commandment from God, 
Through the terrible noise and smoke, A time, long-forgotten now, to remake the world in their own image. 
we may begin to make out when we were enjoying the spoils e 
the darkness around their helicopters of a war in which millions of soldiers When we begin to feel the blood of Baghdad 
as they crash into each other; had died on battlefields far from home; falling on our heads — slowly at first, : 
the darkness underneath their tanks in which Nazis had gassed their own civilians like fat drops of rain on dry soil 
as they trample the earth; face to face in secret camps, after a long drought — 
the darkness around their bombs and we incinerated millions more from the air — we will know that it is falling 
4 as they fall through empty space— ¥3t suffocating them or burning them.alive enez from:a-time and a place 
| ° in their own cities as we bombed them which no one 
Through the flames of Baghdad ; in Hamburg and Cologne, in Frankfurt and Dresden; will ever see 
we may begin to wonder why in Tokyo, Hiroshima, and Nagasaki — again. 
God would speak to us while our own great cities remained untouched Dedicated to Wilfred Owen (1893-1918), an English poet whose 
through the mouth of a wooden little boy, and our people rejoiced in the streets. “Parable of the Old Man and the Young” was published two 
his eyes darting back and forth, looking . years after his death in the trenches of World War I. 
for the love he will never find — One passing moment in history, 


of ‘children running for the rivers 
of Hiroshima and Nagasaki, 


Y o ENT they flickered i in eerie e silence 
-— across thick walls of stone. SS 


'GAIA’S DES 


by Jonika Mountainfire : _ CC ___ to extinguish their own burning flesh — 
_ | “How long,” Gai asked thesechildren = and she could sleep no more. 

| The future enters into us in see to transform _ _ of hers, watching them in their slumbers: . . - 

/ ae in us, Os Lae it happens. __~=~——C_~C How long have I protected —r—OOCOCOCOCOiCOCOCOidC “Monsters!” she a. . : 
eS M RILKE | How many years have I carried you eg . __ leaping from her bed —_ 
— in my arms, and how many times = = “Have younopity at all? 

Many y ye: ear s ago, the pmctiees of all . hhavel hidden yourdreams __ Would you burn the whole world up, 

who coil and strike, . . beneath the sacred places of holy Earth? _ st you could? — Let me out of here, 

soar and dive, leap and fall, Cs _ — Why should I not come in from the cold?” . God damn your Se me out!” 

walked the earth among her children A _ | . 
andkeptthemcompany. = And so one night, -— = — Eee Rested and full of fire, _ 

But even then, so long ago, ___when there was no moon, — = soa was ready to walk the earth 

our mother Gaia wasted =e  . Gaia made herself invisible andentered ___and rule the world once again — 

and after allissaidanddone, = =~ —_ thehousesof mortalmenand women —__ only to discover that she was trapped _ 

can youreallyblameher? = = _ aroundtheworld.  __ ___ in the bellies of her own children, 

Her womb was sore, and her dugs gj§ _____ Without a breath, without a sound, —rr——E long since forgotten 

hung down to her He ; 2 - _ she crept into their beds | - . 


the terrible ie Zeus had made 
| her gorge was full, cir . 


and softly into their denn 
_and alll she \ wanted 1 was to puke. es 


: _ But even there, Gaia could find no pence. 
_ at was so mes ase so tired. 


people everywhere \ were seized 
by dark orebodings — —_ 


aad fires to keep en w rm - 


| fire, a gift from Prometheus himself, —r™—t—“‘ai slept for mor years _ ___as they realized that their own mother 
who had defied Zeus to plunder Olympus | ___ thananyonecancount,dreaming = = ~—_ had becomea kicking, screaming fetus, _ 

and carrythefirst glowingember = dreams no mortal will ever know. ______elamoring to get out of their bodies! __ | ca 
_down to Earth for the consolation She slept until the day she smelled ______ “ff having a baby is like shitting a basketball,” _ 

and delight of mortals - : . __ the smoke of bodies burning ____ the bravest of them began to wonder — 

fire, whose dancing shadows in Dachau and Buchenwald. “What, God forbid! would it be like 


could tell them stories ____ She slept until she heard the screams to give birth to the Earth?” 
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Deep Gratitude 
by Charlotte Tall Mountain 


Deep gratitude is not a verb but 
a place of being 


It is a sense of intimacy even 
with things first seen. 


| It is a kind of mutual regard that 
happens when one is momentarily 
moved beyond the petty and nok so 
petty forays of life 


It is a caress of wonder neither 
possessive nor in judgment 


It is the acknowledgment of essence, 
the stuff that can not be altered 
even though erased : 

It is both specific and archetypal 

As an archetype, we are touched in ways 
beyond reason, moved in ways unseen 


We are wise to respect this and 
foolish if we do not. 


Wisdom is this deep gratitude, a place 
of harmony with what is. 


Giving & Receiving 
| Precious Gifts 
by Peter E. Sandholdt 


A child’s smile 

Children’s laughter 

Taking your hand in their’s 
A hug 


The gifts of sight and sound: | 
First steps 
First word 


First kiss from someone you care for 
Holding hands 
And always the hug 


The hug conveys everything 
that cannot be put into words 
It shows caring and concern 
Creates no obligation 

| Pure — Simple 


A hug 
A marvelous gift to give 
A marvelous gift to receive 


Small and precious gift 
A baby giggle . 
A person singing 

Music ; 
Gifts that touch the heart and soul 
Anything that tugs at your heart strings 
Is a precious gift 

Memories of days gone by 


Small gifts seem to be the most precious 


BUMS 
by Chris Trian 


I remember when there were bums. 
Good, honest bums. 

I sat in the back seat 

of my Dad’s ‘56 Chevy 

and he pointed at a corner 

of Third Street and Howard 

in San Francisco, 

which is now - 

a yuppie paradise 

of leibensraum* 


They were not “homeless,” 
not defined by what 


For one it was anger at 
World War II or Korea. 
For another it was a life 
of drinking cheap wine 
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HUMANITY 101 


by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 


We all need a Crash Course 
On how to be a Human Being 
An Emergency Task Force 
Because Human is not what I’m seeing. 
Back to the Beginning 
To our first dawning Sun 
To pose a few questions regarding your 
Humanity 101 
Like creating friends instead of enemies 
Bonded outside the profit equation 


January 2006 
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Just As He Had Said 


by Jeannette A. Hundley 


Green, luscious, mountainous, vast; 

We climbed those hills and thickets at last; 
Glorious nature awaited us 

Raw, pure, peaceful, calm; 

just as he had said. 


‘Within the brush Rhododendrons grew wild; 
red, orange, purple hues; 

More color palettes we could see 

Radiant buds on rugged weeds, 

Green graceful ferns beneath the trees, 


and talking with his buddies. — 
For another, 

it was a place to meet men 
who gave her money 

for a simple act of touch, 

a simulation of love. 

No, REAL love. 

Because touch between people 
back then was love. 

There had been two World Wars 
held together by the mayonnaise 
of the Great Depression. 

And even the memory 


Imperfection needs no sustaining 


Should we all seek Peace instead of the Hell we’re raising? 
Should we preach against the Rich instead of for them? 

Should we learn how to share in lieu of graft and whoredom? 
How about Healing for Life instead of How to Kill for Love? 
And learning that your emblem for Peace, the Eagle, is not a Dove 
Recognizing the right to work is a right to a livable wage 

To know that a nurse is just as valuable as an actress on a stage 
That the Earth is our Treasure House, every rock and tree 
And when we abuse them we become Nature’s enemy 


Golems of its own creation 


Misperceiving that its Humanity is an Occupation | 
The Earth is a Trust and We its Trustees 
But now as destroyers in camouflaged fatigues 


In silk suits in cities making gas 


In first, second and third class 


In tanks or on bulldozers 


submarines and land rovers 
Preaching the Pearly Gates that you’re now evading 
With Mind Scam and Inside Trading 


From the beautiful balloons they fly. 


. That come crashing from the sky 

| Amidst the secrecy and lies to be revealed Tomorrow 
When the children cry and die from the SOrrow 

Of the past from which they can’t borrow 

In dead yesterday, their fates were cast in steel 
Never knowing which face is Human 


Which one is Real? 


[*German for the “living space” "of that Depression 
that the Nazis wanted. ] gave substance 
‘The bums were SOMEBODYS. to these people 


everyone called bums. 


-“Pma BUM,” you’d hear one sing. 


they didn’t have. - On TV, Red Skelton played 
They were people who had something. _ “Freddy the Freeloader.” 
I didn’t know what it was. Do.I date myself? That was 1963. . 
My Dad didn’t know what it was. Does it matter? 

Perhaps it was something different You see, life was defined 

for each person. | : by what it was 


_ not by what was missing. 


Now we walk 
the streets of WITHOUT. 
Whether in our heads 


or our hearts or souls 
or on television or the radio. 
Whether in Church 

or between the sheets of love. 

“Was it good for you?” 

ask trembling lovers. 

AS IF THERE WAS EVER 

A DISASTROUS ACT OF eS 
As if ever fullness of ANYTHING, 
even hatred, 

was inferior to an capone 

of any kind. 


We walk the streets of without. 
Without pride or prejudice. _ 
Without hunger or thirst. 

Without poverty or disease. 
Without a blanket to keep us alive. 
IT DOESN’T MATTER. 

The half full glass of water 


has turned half empty, 


and backward we march 

into the future of emptiness. 

And that is why we now have 
“thomeless” 

And even our homes are homeless. 
And the sun, too, is homeless. 

And honest darkness gives way 

to a dishonest lack of light. 


Paradise it seemed to me. 


Finally we were there, at the little creek he loved; 
The one he played at as a child, 

The one he recalled with a gleam in his eye, 
Sometimes with a tear. _ 


| There was no pavement here; 
only wilderness, majestic and calm; 
wooded intrigue stretching afar. 


Stillness, silence is all we could hear, 

Except for God’s creatures occasionally near, 
quail, deer running loose; 

Sweet sounds of song birds soothing my fear. 


I scattered his ashes as he wished; 
and watched them travel that little creek, 


No more suffering, no distress 
The time had come for him to rest. 


There I stood, where he once stood, 
One last time I heard him speak; 

I knew now what he tried to say 
for all those twenty years. 


It seemed so strange what I had not known 
about the country boy I married; 

West Virginia mirrored heaven, 

just as he had said. . 


‘BUMS 


_ Because love is always 


And because hope 
~ always beats fear. — 


Tama Bum. 


forever, 


And everyone is afraid 
of freezing alone 

in a void of. without. 
When to have 

and to hold 

and to be, 

are like three old-fashioned 


standing on Third and Howard St., 
or three ripe cherries, 

a little bit dirty, 

a little bit sweaty, 

held in the palm of a little girl. 
She gives two to her 

favorite little boy, 

because she loves him. 


presence, not absence. 


Because even in my house 


And when I know this 

I am not afraid. 

And then I build a bridge 

of PRESENCE, not ABSENCE, 

so the whole world will not be afraid 
either. 


| Where do poets who live 
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Winter Lifeline 
by Claire J. Baker 


Often as I sit in 

my old red truck, 
read the classics se 

I can write w/class, 
as God knows I must, 


beams of sunshine find 
my hand. I know I'll 
read/write my way 
through another winter, 
go home to lifeline soup. 


on the streets stash pen/ 
pad? Where, Dear God, goes 
genius deferred? Where is 
hot soup for all poets? 


Words 

by Joan Clair 

On my way home in the dark. 
from the poetry reading 

of the renowned poet, 

I saw a pregnant mother cat 
running frantically in the street 
in between cars; 

and the complicated words 
which I had not understood 
became meaningless. 


I Know This 


by Irene Kahn 


After nearly 80 years 
clarity of reason for Being | 
has become clear as I mature. 
I see that I was born, like all creatures, 
to take care of my mind, body and spirit, 
while being aware of what is happening: 
every moment. 

‘LT accept what IS, but not as grim; 
rather in awe to realize good in everyone, 
and everything that happens. 
All possibilities are positive 
and roads to sanity and happiness. 
They all return to love and a life force 
that returns my love for them 


When I was about 8 years old, 

I started to ask myself who I was to be like 
(not my mother for sure). z 

I imitated talk, walk, attitudes 

of aunts, actresses, and teachers. 

It was not until I was in my 50s when 

I understood that I was supposed to be me! 
I started to understand purpose in life: 

to love and to care for oneself is 


It was not until my 50s when I understood: 
I was supposed to be ME to love 
and to care for that self 
My path became clearer from a decision i in my 
late 30s to adopt or not a Black Je ewish baby 
(not a popular decision at the time). _ 


From a dream I received a loud, clear message: 


‘just because the whole world i is crazy, 
I did not have to be so, too.” 


Another loud, clear message came : 

in my early 60s from a near death accident: 
“God wants you to live,” — 

which meant to me loving fully all of life— 
and to know that I am not in charge— 

the life force wants Life. - A 


Lam here to care for that life. 


Park Bench 
by Claire J. Baker 


Unbelievable that I’d be 
sitting on a park bench 

on Nowhere Street 

counting fingers/toes 

to see if I’m all here — 

mé, a gutsy senior poet, 

a peace& justice advocate, 
mother’s precious offspring 
sitting here among the homeless, 
among pigeon-toed 

pigeons, getting a small taste 
of what it’s like to be 

on the fringes of society. 
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Coffee Shop Prayer 
by Claire J. Baker 


| You and I are lonely. 
Let us drink coffee together 
| and forget all that harms. 


| As we turn from concrete and 
| steel invading the sky, become 
warm worlds unto ourselves. 


We need each other 
for we are dwarfed in cityness, 
mute, else our rebellion explode. 


Let us clink steaming cups, 
drink deeply of humanity. 


Tarot Readers On The Street 
by Julia Vinograd 


On every corner. Rickety folding tables 
covered with purple velvet. Or a lace shawl. 


Some wear turbans got at flea markets. 


Some wear handmade black capes patched 

with lopsided, drunken-looking stars. 

Some wear a highwayman’s hat with a huge tickling plume 
no bird would be caught dead with. 

The cards. An occasional crystal. 

A chair waiting for you. 

“Have facts been bruising you up every rushed breakfast? 
Are you thrown down the garbage disposal 

you promised to fix? 

Is the new guy at work smiling too much lately? 

Sit. The cards have noble dangers you’!l avoid 

thru the power hidden in your avoiding eyes. 

Look up and watch the world catch its breath. 

You will meet a mysterious stranger in the mirror, 
keep looking until you recognize yourself. 


. | The nightmare won’t ride you tonight, 


you'll ride her bareback. 

You'll take a long journey all ichit: 
over ruined gardens on the noon 
and bring home a bouquet of smiles. 
‘Don’t use them where they’Il do the most good, 

waste them magnificently. — 

Of course you don’t believe me, 

what have the things you believed got you? 

Hang out with the hanged man. eee 
Throw a stick for the fool’s dog to chase over the cliff, 
Remember when you built your son the falling tower 
fronya house of cards and he laughed 
and hugged you when it fell? 

Now he slams doors and stays out late. 

I know nothing about you. I care nothing. 

But the cards cannot forget you 

the way you’ve forgotten yourself. 
Renee the cards whisper. “Remember.” 
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The Countess of Flatbroke 


by Mary Meriam 
I shun the man-made world and stay at home. 
This suits the world, since I am very queer. 

I eat my spinach quiche and write a poem. 

I like my chair and bed; it’s pleasant here. 
Except one little problem, namely cash, 

which threatens to undo my little life. 

The bank account is headed for a crash. 

The fridge is empty—where’s my working wife?. 
What happens when a poet lives beyond 

the time she would have died, except for fate? 

A strange career, but not designed to bond 
somebody to a steady job this late. 

I have no skills in generating wealth. 

| I’ve spent my time recovering my health. 


Word Beat 
by Mary Meriam 


The sea that sometimes frightens us, the beat 
of words, where rhyme and rhythm intertwine, 
and how he pushed it back and made a seat 

in space and time to rest, expand, recline. 

We sing together steady at the Med. 

She felt a nightmare like a winding stair. 

She flung herself from room to room. She read 
the poem, hung the pictures, moved the chair. 
And dreaming for a while I was alive, 

like pearls on rope, I built the rooms for you. 

I miss you. Will you help me to survive? 

And stumble through the narrow gates, and do 
a clammy foggy fishy sunlit dance? 

By Telegraph and Dwight, you’ll have a chance. 


This sonnet is a collage of words from the Word Beat web= | 
site and poems by David Gollub (‘The Same Song” and | 
“Absence of a Large Lerner’), Debra Grace Khattab 
(“Tying Down Rita's Loose Ends”), and Jan Steckel (“The 
Sea That Sometimes Frightened Us"). 


The Grope of a Pen 
by Jeannette A. Hundley 

| Today the monster returned to my realm 
Without any warning, he forced his way in 
Tormented and fearful I tried running away 
Afraid of myself and lack of restraint 
Not wanting to live, but not ready to die 
A frightening torturous state of mind 


He comes with a knife 
So long and so sharp 
Piercing so deep 

The blood runs inside 


What have I done? 

Wat have I said? 

It doesn’t matter to him 
So the experts do say 
It’s just the child 

That brings him my way 


But who is this child that he seeks within me 
I’m a grown woman, shouldn’t I be free? 


Blessings, oh blessings, please let me recall 
I tell myself often when he comes to my door 


There’s Christopher Stephen—the love of my life 
My son, my savior, doesn’t that suffice? 

I know he’s a man and has his own life 

Besides, it is I that must learn to survive 


‘Reminding myself, though, others are there 
Somehow starts soothing the little child’s tear — 
| [know she can make it; I know it will pass . — 
‘It’s happened before; I don’t let itlast 


I thank the power in the grope of a pen 


| Mysteriously sweeping me away from the end 


‘That Poor Creature 
by Holman Monell 

That poor creature bedded down for the night Hee 
in that doorway there—no place to call home, — 
this the home, the door way to nowhere and 

| everywhere—you could know how dreadful life 
can sometimes be—how cruel circumstances can 
be at times—at times like these. What shall we do? - 
We see and do not see, hear and not hear 
crimes against humanity are here charged against 
the race of man—now, have a beer. 


a a ant ae 


oe } 


| Demonic possession with intent to sell popcorn. 


Drummers 
by Julia Vinograd 


Circle of drummers, big hands, spilled red wine. 
Breaking and entering a dictionary, 

knocking all words into a senseless heap, 
stealing the sky, raping the clocks. 

The time it takes a bead of sweat to roll 

from a drummer’s glistening black collarbone 
to just above his belly-button is the only time left. 
A girl with cheap bright bracelets . 
jangling up both arms 

and colored beads in her hair 

holds her tambourine hummingbird 

still above her head 

and throws her body about beneath it. 

Her breasts aren’t speaking to each other 

and her whirling, scarlet-skirted knees 

are parting company. 

Eyes closed, breath coming fast. 

A passing guy half leans off his bicycle 

and pulls a kazoo from his jean’s back pocket, 
a whoopie cushion of the gods 

squacking among drums that won’t let him go. 
There’s a watching crowd, 

the drums won’t let them go either, 

nooses of sound round tight about their necks 
and pulled like a herd 

rustled from their owners’ schedules. 

No jobs here, no homes, no promises. 

| Drums eat their names and they don’t care. 

A young guy cracks a wolf grin and abuses 

his bruised clarinet, it wails and moans 

and he pulls it up by its hair 

for crashing fists of drums to pound its soft bel 
and he laughs and laughs, 

flashing black mirror shades. 

Drummers crouch low, their drums are like 
speeding motorcycles 

chased by screeching cop cars, 

you can’t get away with music like that. 
Driving with an open container 

and the genie half out. 

Baby joy, belching Gerber’s strained peas and 
dribbling them down his dimple without a license. 


‘| Breaking the law of gravity, like Van Gogh’s ear 
shattering a plate glass window. 

Loitering at the Pearly Gates to bum cigarettes. 
Assault and battery of the reeling mind. 
Drums beat music black and blue ~ 

and every charge is true. 


Queréndaro 
by Jan Steckel 


“Near Queréndaro in Michoacan, 

where I come from, 

just a tiny little country place, 

| hot springs well up 

right next to cold ones. 

You can throw a chicken 

and some vegetables in the hot spring. 
When you fish them out 
they’re all cooked. 

You can eat them warm 

with a drink of cool water 

from the stream a few feet away.” 

He’s getting nostalgic 

with a paper-bagged beer for breakfast, 
sitting on the ground 

in front of the construction site 

where work’s been stopped for a week. 
He leads me over to his rust-colored van 
parked across the street. 

“TI can’t get any sleep at night 

because those teenagers © 

keep kicking the side of the van.”’ 

He points to dirty footprints at eye-level. 
“Why do they want to torture me like that?” 
I don’t know how to comfort him, 

so I offer him a banana 

from the bunch I’m carrying home. 

We talk about the difference between 
guineos and platanos, sweet bananas, 
starchy ones, fingerling Dominicanitos. 
He tears up. “I'll never forget you,” 

he says. I figure it’s the beer 

| talking and crying, 

but I walk away ashamed 

that anyone should be that grateful 

for one lousy banana. 


STREET SPIRIT 


by Mary Meriam 


Knife | 

My sister slipped and fell 
Into a pit of hell 

And so a sharp knife 

Of pain became my life 


Pen 

I hold my pen and write 
Words to stop the night 
From drowning me in black 
I want my sister back 


Penny 

Sally worshipped Denny 
One day he dropped a penny 
‘She picked it up to hold 
But Denny dropped her cold 


Wand 

My sister told me fronds 

Of grass are fairy wands 

Her dresser drawer had things 
Like folded angel wings 


Lock 


My name is Sally Jane 
They say that I’m insane 

But mommy stole my mind 
And locked me up inside 


Old Man 
by Chris Trian 


I’m an old man 

not in years or appearance. 
I’m just fed up. 

I walk with the pant legs 
of my humanity rolled up 


which roll in every day. 


My clothes are old 

I don’t care any more 
about fashion or vanity. 
I am not a good man 

or a bad man. 

I’m just over it all. 

Do you understand? 
Are you there yet? 


I’ve beaten the world. 
And my soul now 

has to be savored. 

An old wine in- 

an old wine skin. 

And I’m damned fed up — 
with the sex and swagger. 
With the genocide 


Fed up with the traffic lights, 
the constant victory of fools. 
The inability of the sighted 
to see the light 

worshiped by the blind. 

The light of hope. 

They know it’s there. 

They put it there. 


Handheld Objects 


to keep them out of the waves 


The world has not beaten me, 


on every street corner in America. 


Needle 


The doctors all agreed 
That Sally’s constant need 
Was pharmaceutical 

By syrup, pill, and needle 


Bottle 

I’m ten years old, and she’s 
Sixteen—no, Sally, please— 
She swallows Bayer one 

By one—the bottle’s done 


Candy 

A wicked witch will trick 
Her kids and make them sick 
Until they’d rather die 
Than eat another lie 


Flower 


_ I walk the lonely valley ae 


Of longing for my Sally 
Imprisoned for no reason 
Season after season. 


Key 
She loves the holidays 
From institution daze 
Eternity TV 

The gatekeeper’s key 


in the darkness, 
in front of the TV, 


between the pages of magazines 
that wrap us like funeral sheets in 
the images on our computer screens. 


But don’t blame the internet. 
We lived in virtual reality 


from the beginning. 
Virtual cavemen. 


Virtual woolly mammoths. 


Virtual weapons. 
Virtual wars. 


Virtual mass destruction. 


A few paintings, - 
pieces of music, 


poems, statues, survive 

like doorways floating in space. _ 
We are doorways floating in space, 
locked against each other, 

locked against ourselves. 


‘I’m an old man 


not because I’ve seen too much. 
I’ve been looking for years 

and I haven’t seen anything. 

There are eyes in the palms 

of my hands, and they’re weeping. 
I jam them deep into my pockets. 

I hold them up like bouquets of roses 
as the nails go through my wrists. 

I caress the thighs of my love. 

But you don’t see love 


ET ee a 


Police barricades block entrance 
into the heart and soul. 

But it’s not the fault of the police. 
We wouldn’t enter if we could. 
It’s more comfortable 


January 2006 


Art by Joy DeStefano 


Reclaiming 
by Charlotte Tall Mountain 


No one to tell you that you were precious 
No one to tell you, you really mattered 
as your life became torn, shattered. 


You didn’t deserve the physical pain 
Just because he was angry and couldn’t refrain. 


Your cry needed to be heard 
You needed to be treated 
like an elegant bird. 
You needed to feel you had the right 
of whether to fly or to land. 
Or how someone was going to use 
his much larger hand. 
You needed to feel safe and at ease. «* 
And not simply be an object 
with which he could be pleased. 


It was important to know that you could 
spread your wing. 

That you were someone who could really sing. 

You needed to know you were God’s holy child 

Raised in a family that was loving and mild. 


It has taken so long to reclaim this truth. 
Now is the time to reclaim your power 
You are magnificent, right now in flower. 


Love sees YOU. 
I am covered with eyes 

like the scales of a lizard, 
and yet I’m as blind as anybody. 
Standing on the corner 

of a blind street 

in a blind tomorrow. 

My white cane is no use 

my seeing eye dog 
saw a Seeing eye cat 

and ran away. 

The Governor, or somebody, 
cut my disability check. 

I step into the traffic 

of blind SUVs, 

but I’m not so lucky. 

I make it to the other side. 
It’s hard to kill yourself 
when everyone is dead. 

It’s hard to be old 

when it’s so fashionable 

to be young. 

It’s hard to be fed up 

when no one has been fed. - 


But I walk on the beach at night 
with my humanity 

rolled up to my calves, 

as the ocean rolls up its waves 
against its terrible children. 
What people are. 

What people are becoming. 
Blind executioners. 

As the stars look down 

with blank guarded faces, 
like witnesses 

to the execution. 
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Roofers for Leaky Skies 


Over the years, Berkeley poet Randy Fingland has written many passionately politi- 
cal letters to Street Spirit to accompany his poetry submissions. His latest letter 
echoes the Who’s “Won’t Get Fooled Again” in the first sentence. Note that the rest 
of his poetic jeremiad is all said in a single, crazy-quilt labyrinth of a sentence. 


Haiku 


by Florence Miller 


BRIDGE 
by Claire J. Baker 


When the 
homeless 
search for 


Calling out 
her children’s names — 


old woman in the shelter 
Dear Terry, 


their souls 


HHH 


Midnight — 
asleep on the subway 
a carved obsidian face 


may they find 
their 
souls 
out searching 
for them. 


We ain’t gonna let them fool us this time. No more mister nice guy from the poor 
unvoiced who serve in the fodder machine for the vacationing monkeys who are busy 
planning what it would be like to get to ultimate wealth and power and then execute 
Caligula-like the momentary imaginary ultimate illusion that they are in charge of 
this atmosphere, this meadowland of larks forgiving malarkey, this monetary MSG of 
miniwetlands enthusiast crowds growing to over 17 years of age and willing to serve 
in the swamp collecting what’s left of the cottonmouth population rather than in the 
war on terrorism, somehow gives us hope that there’ll soon be an act of Congress that 
recognizes the plight of its own citizenry, brings home the troops, and starts universal 
health care, roofers for leaky skies, hipwaders for those serious enough to want to risk 
everything to say that’s enough, domestic issues or else, damn the Republicans, full 


HEE 


In the library 
a homeless man 
reading Proust 


Touch 


by Chris Trian 


HEE 


Gushing hydrant — 


All best to you, 
Randy Fingland 


poverty act extended 
by Randy Fingland 
in leprous letters 


the stakes 
are spelled out 


no one 
with the power 
to do anything 


about it cares 


leadership vacuum 
by Randy Fingland 

these plush days 

don’t flush out 

in a benefactor’s eyes 

any recognition of 

the have-not quality 

certain lives _ 

by circumstance 

get delivered 


in this our world 


whose top echelon 
is defended 

by fear’s trickle down 
from the inside out 
the riddles unkept 
promises answer with 
only tomorrow 

can be better 


rent party 

by Randy Fingland 
thursday's crowd 

is usually quiet 
unless it's the 30th 
or the 31st 


the jug's tilt passes 

around more often 

the cook brings out 

from the watery ice chest 
anything that hasn't been 
eaten yet like a motley warm 
macaroni comfort from the 
bottom of the long-hung 
baskets in temperature 
suspect water alongside 

a long-open bag of 
preserved zucchini, dried 
in honey 


the music keeps 

driving intensity in closer 
& sure enough 

sufficient quota of interest 
to guarantee another 
month in this dump 

oh hallelujah: 


could be I can hole-up 
here for the winter dude 
since from what I hear 
there's no plan to 

demolish the building itself 
until next spring 


clip heavy metal reality, hopefully a wake-up pill awaits this paper’s readers. 


Thanks for receiving the enclosed poems, and bless you for your continued efforts! 


the need pyramid 
by Randy Fingland 
brought 


to close quarters 
in this section of disasterville 


as numbers living in the outdoors 
increase to disastrous proportions pres- 
surizing compassion into an ever 


greater demand for wide- 
spread safe shelter 

with enough to 

eat for 

all 


hurricane malicious 
by Randy Fingland 
the parade begins 


_| where the thoughts line up 


to protect 
rich stomach linings 


this is ecological 
because 

there's little need 
to alter the diet 
from too much 
to slimmer 


alan paton wrote: 
if all are poor, 

it is not bad 

to be poor. 


but kept poor 
so that others 
may stay rich? 


until freedom 

of speech 

raises enough demand 
for healthcare 
housing 

education 

in the neighborhoods 
side by side 


to each existence 
equally 

full of 
opportunity 

and justice for all 


under thumb 
by Randy Fingland 
well, OK, it’s moist here 
in fact it’s a torrential 
downpour some would say 
a veritable cloudburst 
with penetrating winds 


many stores hoist their 
awnings to leave winter 
trees & vending machines 
as shelter for a pilgrim 
from the elements 

heavy out of this sky’s 
bruised palm 


the homeless woman 
scrubbing jeans 


EEE 


| Here 
by this sundial 
a homeless woman raped 


Frequent Flier Miles 
by Michael Creedon 


Street people hurry along 
Telegraph Avenue ahead of the 
following sea into the Tsunami 
where a million woebegone chinchillas 
on treadmills chant “Hey Jude” 
to the Patron Saint of Lost Causes— 
Frequent Flier Miles 
Don’t count for much 
For these folks. 


I watch it all go by 
Sipping green tea with Alison, 
transformed crack whore 
as I am a rejuvenated speed dummy, 
from our table outside the Med, 
across the street from Moe’s. 
We’ve both quit smoking. Her diet is 
A success and she’s a knockout. 
I’m cleaned up and I can walk again. 
But Frequent Flier Miles 
Don’t count for much 
For either one of us 
Either. 


Ten Names for Fog 
(from the San Francisco Bay) 


by Nance Wogan 


1. Lowly Mist 
2. Moisturizer 
3. Your Grayness 

4. Cloud-from-the-Sea 
5. Bewilderment 

6. Soft Veil 

7. Danger 

8. Risk 

9. Lord Dimness 

10. Ms. Mystique 


Poem made from the list 


Oh Lowly Mist 

Each day you change; 

Regal as Your Grayness advances 
Slowly down our isles 

Each day you are the same. 


Does Lord Dimness chase you? 

Ms. Mystique? 

‘Or do you tease him 

With a new and natural Moisturizer? 


Soft Veil, come now 

Be like Cloud-from-the-Sea 
Who appears and disappears 

From the land of Bewilderment. 


Gentle as your Veil may be, 
Oh Soft one, 

You are Danger to me. 
Risk is your true name, you know. 


Everything I do seems wrong. 
The times are not 

out of joint, 

but I can’t keep inhaling - 
this hypocrisy. 


The Right thinks I’m left 
The Left thinks I’m right. 
God and the Devil 

are both offended 

at my blasphemy. 

I want to fly 

but everyone I know 

is taking a chainsaw 

to my wings. 

It’s a sign of the times. 


I have property mortgages, 
but I feel dead. 
The people on the streets 


| have little or nothing, 


and feel dead. 

No one is alive, 

especially not in Washington. 
Dead people are killing 

a dying world 

for no reason. 


I give money to the “homeless.”’ 
I don’t care 

what they use it for. 

I hope it’s 

to warm the cold deadness 
from their souls. 

But it’s not my call. 

I just need to touch Someone. 
If death touches death 

does it produce life? 


I write poems 

for the Street Spirit. 

But I have no idea 

what it’s like out there. 

Do I have to? 

Must we know 

before we can touch? 

Ask Michelangelo. 

Did God know Adam 

before those fingers collided, 
like freight trains in heaven? 
Did touch make man, make God? 


We are not separate 

from anything. 

An empty beer can 

sings to a Mercedes Benz 

on the intersection 

of Desire and Despair. 

The lines of touch 

criss-cross like spiders’ webs. 
They should be played 

like the strings of cellos. 
There should be music 
between rich and poor, 
damned and saved, 

alive and dead. 

And we should ride on the notes 
as though they were 

flying tigers, 

their stripes signaling to each other. 
Their jaws shut, 

their claws sheathed, 

because unlike us 

they do not eat 

their own. 


eee 


See ae ee Ue 


| THE BACK DOOR 


| Brothers 
by Ralph Dranow 


Hey, man, dig this scene. These 

Two dudes were sitting across from me 
At St. Anthony’s. 

One of them started shaking salt 
Over his food 

Like it was going out of style. 

So I said, just wanting to be friendly, 
“Tt’?s no wonder so many 
African-American men suffer from 
High blood pressure. 

Have you ever noticed 

How much salt we use? 

It’s like committing suicide.” 

This guy’s friend got this 

Real angry look on his face. 

He growled, “You have no right 

To talk to a brother like that.” 

I said, “Look, I didn’t mean any harm. 
I was just stating a fact.” 


| This dude, his face was all tight, — 


Like a fist 

And fire was coming out of his eyes. 
“You shouldn’t diss a brother that way. 
We need to stick together 

Instead of running each other down. 
You’re doing the man’s work.” 

It was like he socked me in the stomach. 
“Stay cool, man,” I told myself. 


| I said, “Look, brother, 


mi sorry you took it that way 
Because it wasn’t my intent.” 
He snapped, “My ears don’t lie. 
I know what I heard.” ue 
His fists were clenched, 


‘Like he was ready to start swinging. 


I thought “This shit is crazy.” 
So I said, “Look, man, let it go. 
It’s not a big deal.” 


| But he was still jawing away at me, 
like a dog worrying a bone. 


I said once more, 


| “Hey, just let it go, man. 


It’s not worth all this fuss.” 

‘Finally he calmed down a little. 

I got up from the table 

And said, “‘Peace, brother. 

I hope both of you have a good day.” 
And I meant it. 

It blows my mind to think that one of us 
Could have killed the other 

Over some petty shit like salt. 


by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 


Talking about Religion is how you swing 
While it’s the Usurers’ song you sing 


| During Mass when you must pass 


The Cash 
Whether Rich or Poor 
The Poor can return later 
In a line at the back door. 
The hidden entrance for Les Invisibles 
The Exit of Les Miserables 
The Back Doors to Life 
But for the homeless there are no doors, 
just the doorless open spaces, 
with his desperate heartbeat as his fife 
And hunger as his wife 
drifting on silken wisps of hope before 
they open The Back Door 
With lines around the block 
Not knowing whether they’ll see you 
Before it’s four o’clock 
Back Doors for rich and poor 
Burglars and thief 
Adulterers and lovers 
The harbingers of grief 
The suicidal graves 
Wherein you seek relief 
In the veil of oblivion 
Where all front doors are locked 
For the keyless, the can’t peeless 
After has crowed the cock 
The welcome Sun you greet 
Only God turns up the heat 
On your Wintry concrete beat 
Along the front doorless street 
Hoping that you score 
At a Back Door for the Poor... 
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The Timeless People 
by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 


What do you see? What memories? 

In the poor’s haggard, time worn faces 
In the wild eyes seeking friendly places 
Safe from the demand of dollar bills that can’t be earned 
Framed in tentative smiles that still 

Mock their hardship’s doleful refrain 

The vagabonds walk in unmeasured steps 

In a circle of desperate hope 

Their woeful sighs lost in the errant, timeless night 
doomed to haunt the urban jungle’s neon nights 
Seeking food and shelter and finding blight 

The specters of menace in dark, shadowed streets 
The timeless walk without rest or sleep 

Living without Time to mark the careless hours 

In the shadows of the mocking Ivory Towers 

Just night and day mark their goalless trek 

Their unmarked courses seeking places to rest 
Perhaps in an empty lot’s rusting wreck 

To awake and perhaps hoping not to 

Knowing that Time they’ve hoped to, has an end too. 


No Money for the Poor Man 
by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 


They think Poor People don’t need money 

But they wouldn’t be poor if they had it. 
Prosperity without cash is a bad fit. 

They can’t dream of their Dick and Jane House 

Kids and Car 
It’s now just for millionaires due to inflation 

-. That’s if you are not susceptible to disinformation 
Like a Poor. Man needs anything but a cash implementation 
For social services that he can’t buy 

Like house, food and heat 
Wherever Money is the key 

and answers all Whys 
Money’s the universal alibi 

And why, they say 

If we gave money to the poor 

we wouldn’t be rich today 
So we'll let it trickle down for a subsistence 

_ that’s increase resistant 
Have to keep our social order you see 
A Poor Man with Money means Equality. 
All highfalutin titled middle men 
With their hand’s in Poor People’s pockets 

Concealed by distracting second fiddlemen 
Agents of the Gov. 

With no one standing by to say 

Chill! That’s enough! 

So the Poor 

Can get a spot on a floor 

A can of spam and ten-day-old bread you know 
But nowhere on earth can a Poor Man get dough? 

Instead 
A ticket for standing still before you drop dead 
Trying to find nickels and dimes with receding hope 

Hope’s scope reduced to single digits 
Or Moral Midgets on a hangman’s rope 
Poor People don’t need money? 

But that’s why they’re robbing banks and you 
Because with the creation of your fantasyland 
Living has become a business too! 
Poor People don’t have Money 
Because the Banking Regime 
has Privatized our Money Machine. 


Ses te : Eee BERNE SSNS 


Huddled under his coat, a homeless person makes his bed in the cold, harsh and hostile surroundings. 


God is Right | 
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Dios le bendiga 
by Jan Steckel 


Dios le bendiga, Doctora, 

God bless you, Doctor, for curing my baby of syphilis. 
Can you cure me, too? 

I am broken and need to be fixed. 

When I was twelve I pretended to be sick 

and stayed home from church. 

In my vanity I plaited my hair like shiny black snakes 
and put on my sister's hibiscus-flowered dress. 
My uncle came by drunk from a lost cock fight. 
He raped me in the kitchen where I had made 
Cactus candy with my mother and sisters. 
Blood ran down my leg like prickly pear juice. 
Because of that, I do not enjoy the act of sex. 

I lie like a stone beneath my husband, 

so that he had to go to prostitutes, 

which is how my baby got this disease from me. 
So you see that it is all my fault. 

I want to be cured of my coldness, 

to be a good wife to my husband, 

and not cause all this misery. 

Thank you for the telephone number, Doctora, 


Dios le bendiga. < 


HEAR ON 
by Husayn Sayfuddiyn 


Hear on 
_all those that have an ear 
Let me tell you what I hear and fear 
Can you hear the Veil of sound bites 
The cloak-and-dagger missions 
In Self Acquitting Special Commissions 
Investigations with omissions of the Secret Facts 
Can you not discern 
that it’s all a vaudeville act? 
Can you hear the silent cries from the killing fields 
above your microwaving Swanson snack? 
The computers calculating the atomic yields 
produced by a First Strike Attack 
Hear on : 
_In the gales of sound and fury mimicking Peace 
Which no man sees but perhaps those deceased 
And can Hear no more the scribbling pen _ 
And whatever Kilroy had scrawled upon 
Silently speaks from then - 
From the dust they’re now adorned 
So Hear on 
The Siren voices that weave ; 
Your Heartless Reality 
In the blood of those dying from exclusion 
On the face of the ravaged earth 
wherein whose Cause you seek Solution? 
Hear on F 
the dying Amazon and the weeping seas 
Have you ever paused and asked yourself 
_ What does this mean to me? 
The Earth Mother’s now dissonant cacophony? 


by Kevin Currie 


I would have delight in life involving deeds of a goodly cause 
Exempt of lamely sacrifice but upholding Godly laws. | 
My faith in Christ to grow each day as a mustard seed 
My actions weighed by God who supplies my every need. 

I desire and assume responsibility to be example and a light 
But if I falter in pursuit I still say God is right. | 
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Psychotic 
-Breaks— 


Oscillating between sanity 

and insanity, I kept climb- 
Ing out of the abyss. 
No longer able to teach 
school, I felt worthless. 


by Joy Bright McCorkle 


drove into the schoolyard, shut off 

the motor, and looked through the 

windshield. A large chartreuse cloud 

came from the right and from the left 
came a cloud of lavender — it covered the 
whole building. “Great! I’m hallucinat- 
ing,” I thought to myself. 

I taught that day in a classroom full of 
bright and eager, green and purple children. 
Leaving that afternoon, I caught myself try- 
ing to drive onto the off ramp of the 101 
freeway. I resigned my position as a special 
education teacher soon afterwards. 

Teaching was made for me: Nine 
months of controlled mania and three 
months of not going out of my house. I 
slept from June until September. 

Many psychotic breaks later, I found 
myself homeless again in Tent City in 
Phoenix, Arizona. My memory of this time 
is just flashes. I remember a “nice” man 

_ walking me down the street to protect me 
and pulling me into an abandoned building 
and raping me. I remember feeling so dry 
that I would do anything for some lotion. 
Someone gave me Crisco with which I gen- 
erously lathered my body. There was no 
grass on the vacant lot by the Salvation 
Army. Instantaneously, I was covered with 
dirt and grease. . 

I remember another “nice” fellow who 
got on the church bus with me to visit a 
service. I tried to wash my hair in the toi- 
let of that church. In the early morning, 
back on the lot, he awoke me by pulling 
my hair and dragged me into a tent where 
he kept hitting me over the head with a 
large flashlight and telling innumerable 
other men, whose faces I can’t remember, 
lined up in the twinkling light of the flash- 
light, that they could sexually have me 
when he was through. He and the others 
left me at dawn, bloody and violated. The 
mind is a wonderful thing. Some things 
the mind chooses not to remember. 


by Jack Bragen 


e bully wants you to think you are 
alone. The bully wants you to think 
it’s your fault that you are being 
assaulted. The bully wants you to think 
you do not have the right to fight back. 
The bully insists that you are afraid of him. 
The bully seeks to isolate you from 
assistance from the outside world. He 
will attempt to prevent you from report- 
ing his actions. He needs to silence you. 
The bully can never be seen as the 
bully he is. Accurate portrayals of who 
he is are not allowed. Accurate portrayals 
of what he does are not allowed. The 
bully needs to control your words. The 
bully needs to control your feelings. The 
bully needs to control your thoughts: 


Anatomy of a Bully 


The bully wants you to think it’s your fault that 
you are being assaulted. The bully wants you to 
think you do not have the right to fight back. 


STREET SPIRIT 


A woman is lost and found on a journey of self-discovery. 


I remember looking into the clouds and 
seeing my husband riding a beautiful 
Morgan horse to come to rescue me, but 
he never materialized. In a wee, small part 
of my insane mind, I knew I had to save 
myself. I went to the Salvation Army and 
asked for a bus pass to go to Maricopa 
County Hospital. 

I stood at the bus stop for a long time 
until I saw a very pregnant woman wait- 
ing to board. I told her I couldn’t make 
the hospital without her. Could I hold 
onto her blouse while she guided me to 
the hospital grounds? When we arrived, 
she asked me where I wanted to go. 

I answered, “The psych ward.” I went 
to the window. and told the nurse that I 
needed to see a psychiatrist. 

“Why?” she questioned. 

I answered, “Because my feet are 
bleeding” — for in my mania I had paced 
for seven days and nights over broken 
glass, cactus, and stones. After the gang 
rape, there was no safe place to sleep — 
just keep walking. 

I remember the pristine white tub as 
the two nurses lowered me into the warm 
water. I remember the filth and grime 
from the grease, the dirt, the lice, and the 
scabies. When my body was cleaned and 
fed, my lucidity slowly returned. 

There, in Maricopa County Hospital, I 
was correctly diagnosed as suffering from 
bipolar illness. I was finally put on the cor- 
rect medication — lithium — 23 years after 
I saw my first psychiatrist, 23 long years of 
“losing it” every two and a half years. 

Bipolar illness tends to be cyclic, but 
all the psychiatrists had done for those 23 
years was put me on tranquilizers to 
“calm” the mania. However, in their 
defense, there were fewer psychotropic 
drugs available in the 1960s and ‘70s. 


_ The bully takes as much as you let him 


take from you. The bully takes though the |. 


leverage of your fear. The bully uses your 
fear as a weapon against you. 

The bully thinks you are as foolish as 
he is. You are not. You have available to 
you myriad strategies for dealing with 
the bully. One of them is running. 
Another is exposing the bully to the 
world for everyone to see. Another is the 
use of cleverness and strategy. . 

Violence should not be used to fight 
the bully. It seems there is unfailingly a 
better alternative than violence in a given 
situation. The most important thing is, in 
the process of fighting bullies, never 
become the thing you are fighting. This 
is very hard not to do. 


a 


Art by Joy DeStefano 


Finally, in 1986, on a summer vacation, 
all systems failed. Physically, I fell apart. I 
had facial tics and my body shook so badly 
that the doctors at Emeline wanted me test- 
ed for cerebral palsy. The social worker at 
Emeline had to fill out my forms because I 
had lost the ability to write. 

Slowly, oh, so slowly, I began the assent 
toward stabilization, through the crap shoot 
of psych drugs to find a mix that would 
work for me. Oscillating between sanity 
and insanity, I kept climbing out of the 
abyss. I felt powerless. No longer able to 
teach school, I felt worthless. 

Still later, another tent city, this time in 
Santa Cruz, and again the psych meds had 
stopped working for me. Terrified of the 
cold rains coming for winter, I “lost it” 
again. Three things flip me: physical pain, 
emotional stress, or disturbances in my 
sleep. Mania crept forward — the raging 
dragon stripping my dignity away. 

I remember shedding my binding 
clothes. I remember the “nice” policeman 
telling me to calm down. Being calm was 
not an option. I couldn’t control my brain. 
So, naked, I ran through the “back 40” on 
Coral Street for three days and nights 
while those caring and compassionate 
homeless people tried to shield me and 


by Jack Bragen 


do not intend to glorify my history of 

misfortune and make it seem like a 

James Dean movie. The hardships I 
have experienced have hurt, and I have 
been scared; yet I have often put on a 
front of bravery, and then bragged about 
it later after surviving the situation. This 
attitude has not served me well. 

There is nothing to brag about in hav- 
ing a history of being picked on, assaulted, 
or otherwise harmed by various people. I 
have survived these situations, and I have 
survived my illness. I have picked myself 
back up, and have continued on. I have 
retained a percentage of my resilience. 

I would have been better off with a 
little less trauma. Much of the trauma, I 
have brought on myself. Much of it is 


tremendously out of proportion by my 
paranoid illness. You don’t go through 
years of misfortune and come out of it 
without some problems left over, 

What pain I feel is probably much 
more than someone else would feel in 
the same circumstances. The pain I show 
is probably a lot less than someone else. 

Then, we have the world going to 
war. Suddenly, it is not safe to turn on 
the television, for fear that there will be 
extreme violence on every channel. It is 


‘traffic on Coral Street. I was transported 


How I Deal with Pain and Fear 


Chronic pain and fear are logical outcomes 
of being a sane person with a conscience in 
today’s absurdly violent society. 


internally generated, or magnified: 


15 


I feel blessed. My mental 
ilIness has made me see 
with eyes of compassion. It 


has taken away my fear of 
life and opened doors to 
me that would never have 
been visible before. 


protect me from myself, hoping my sanity 
would return. 

But, I escaped one Saturday afternoon 
wearing only a big straw hat. The police 
couldn’t allow a naked woman to direct 


to the Dominican Behavioral Health Unit, 
where they changed my medication. 

In 2000, I discovered the Mental 
Health Client Action Network, a peer-run 
drop-in center with computer access. I 
wanted to write my poetry so I learned the 
computer. They urged me to return to 
Cabrillo, where I took creative writing, 
poetry and two computer courses. They 
hired me as a receptionist. My two-and-a- 
half-year cycle has passed over three 
years ago. I am still stable. 

I feel blessed. Although I’ve had innu- 
merable psychotic breaks, I am now stabi- 
lized... for a while. My mental illness has 
allowed me to see through unique eyes, 
eyes that see color where others see black 
and white. My illness has made me see 
with my heart, to see with eyes of com- 
passion. It has taken away my fear of life 
and opened doors to me that would never 
have been visible before. It has allowed 
me the privilege of becoming a voice for 
the homeless and the mentally ill. Now, 
my voice has been published. 

Hopefully, my story can still inspire. 
Hopefully, my 65 years of dealing with 
mental illness and my 46 years of taking 
psych meds will help others believe that a 
diagnosis of mental illness is not a death 
sentence. It is not the end. I am living a 
good life now and I feel worthwhile, alive 
and happy. 
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not safe to open the newspaper, for fear 
that there will be extreme violence on 
every page. There exists also the need to 
do something about it. You can’t just sit 
by and do nothing to try to stop this war. 
You can’t refuse to participate in the 
solution to the other problems. 

I deal with chronic pain and fear that 
does not go away. I conclude that I am for- 
tunate. If I felt good, it might mean that 
there were something wrong with me, 
when, in fact, things are not good. I con- 
clude that this fear and pain are an instinct 
that has a message that I need to hear. 

The hidden message in pain is opti- 
mism. If there were nothing to lose, there 
would be no point in feeling any pain. Pain 
is here to preserve us so that we are here in 
the future. Fear is the same thing. 
Someone who has no fear or pain in them 
could possibly have no merit in them, or 
no future in them. The fact that people all 
over are scared is a healthy sign. When 
everyone stops being scared, watch out. 

I could attempt to numb this pain 
through more medication, or through men- 
tal gymnastics that I have invented, or 
through illicit substances, or through sleep. 
I am better off enduring this pain, and 
hearing the message that it is sending me, 
and heeding its warnings, and continuing 
on with my path, despite this pain. 


(Memorial for Homeless Who Died ) 
by Claire J. Baker 

| A three-day, long white wall” 

| of names near City Hall. __ 

| Such a short reflective time: 

| death and brief walls do not rhyme. 


| We poet friends, not forsaken, 
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In the City of St. Francis _ 
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| had our photo taken, retaken 
| standing in front of 2,000 names, 
| our vocabularies whirling, our shames 


| that we two elders in black on a bright 
September day held not enough light 

| to warm a corner of their souls, 

|_ these fallen forsaken with empty bowls. 


| Counting the homeless dead will resume 
| a grim reminder, immemorial gloom. 
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| Wherever She Is 


by Joan Clair 


“And the woman fled into the wilderness 
where she had a place prepared by God.” 
— Revelation 13:6 
Wherever she is, I know she’s not in her 
body, a ravaged cigarette put together 
from scraps of tobacco left in tobacco 
stubs found in the garbage or on the street. 


Wherever she is, I know 
she’s not a devoured body 
sitting in a doorway asking for change. 


Wherever she is, she’s where her 

tears ran, some 70 and more years ago, 
when parents and public servants, 
grown cold and closed, 

| laughed at and denied a little girl’s tears 
and walked by her soul; 

as today they walk by the body 

she’s no longer in. 


Wherever she is, I know 
she’s not in a black leather miniskirt 
sitting on a park bench 

waiting for more depraved hunger. 


STREET SPIRIT 


Icon of Saint Francis of Assisi 


| Ode To Those Dead 
And Forgotten 
by Mitchell Zeftel 


I’m weeping and I wept all night, 
yet I’m trying to sing praises 
to those cremated and unknown, 
maybe unknowable. 
Last night on public radio, they 
spoke of a mass funeral in Seattle 
for two hundred homeless — 
those who had no one to bury them. 
Two hundred vials of ash — 

| O Virgin, save them — and they 
were blessed by authentic clergy 
so as to destroy, say, 

| a conspiracy of silence 
which shrouds the saddest eyes. 
People found in flat, dusty rooms, 
broken Safeway carts. 
Yes, they died with no image 
in their mirrors. 
[ve been weeping so much 
maybe my tears should bring 
a new kind of stained glass window, 
because they, the forgotten, stained 
their blood on the winds of Seattle. 
O Lord, remember their names. 
O Virgin, let their blood 
be stained also in your eyes. 
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-Mary’s Crucified _ 

_by Joan Clair |. 

[ Mary’ ’s in the starving mother be 
agony in her face as she races around 
on a mound at an intersection 

surrounded bycars. __ 

_Mary’s inher starving body __ 
with its beaten bones sticking out 

_except where unborn babies bulge 

_ and her nipples drag onthe ground. _ 

_ Mary’s crucified in each act of cruelty _ 

_ which led to her homelessness.  . 
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‘The | Greatest Mission 


by Kevin Currie 


A man came on a mission comauasioned before birth 

To do the greatest job ever performed on planet earth 
He was to give hope to all of humanity : : 
Delivering all of fear of death and doom of vanity _ 
But there was a requirement that would have to be dian 
And that was to believe that he was God’s only begotten son 
The proof that he was indeed was through the works he did — 
And by fulfillment of his father’s will our sins he did so rid 
He lived a life free of sin and brought life unto our souls, 
Anchored our hope in heaven; chief of all our goals. 
And this great man the King of Kings suffered more than all 
To give us joy beyond comprehension if we would heed his call. 
He left his riches in glory and became poor for you and I 
And he comforts all who look to him and hears our every cry. 
Just to think a King such as he had nowhere to lay his head, 
Yet promises if we put our trust in him we can bypass the dead. 
But the love that he provides us with none other can compare 
I adjure you to invite this Jesus into your heart would you so dare? 
He has come into many lives that know him as Savior and friend 
And he gives to all a guarantee to be with us ‘til the very end. 
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Art by Robert Lentz, Bridge Building Images, Inc. 
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and I know ihere is 

no idealism i in their death. 
Homeless i in my own ute. 
il have to fight _ 

for a chance to paint or write 

| or Pray to God 


Lbevond this cage of flesh and bone. 


“Hail Mary, full of Grace,” 


_ where is the grace 


in these tarantula legs 


sprouting from my three-piece suit? 


Where is my eucharist of love 
among the cold rotting | 
food in my refrigerator? 


| “Our Father who art in heaven,” 
_isArtreallyinheaven? __ 

| Or must we be whipped 

| like Penitents through the streets 
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“Father take this cup 
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' Homeless streets 


until our blood mixes with soil 
and masterpieces of martyrdom 
spring up like psychedelic 
mushrooms tobeeaten __ 

by the Agape Cults of the future, 
when Great White Sharks 

run the world from Pentagons of 
mind control and misinformation. 


| Lord, am I not also lord 
_of the dance today? 
Will the nails 20 through — 


my goat hooves as well?” 


I have : a house and ear, - 
Tam so lucky. _ _ 
But my possessions 

glow: with emptiness 


like the hold of a ghost - - 


where wounded soldiers _ 
died i in transport across the sea, _ 
_ screaming in agony. _ 


away from me,” 

_though it is full of paint 
and I must paint or die. 

| Though it is full of ae 
and I must write 
_or live like a wolf _ 
among predatory ae _ 
“But if it is thy will, net mine” 

| because lama tool 

| A hammer with no handle, 

just determination __ 

| A saw with broken teeth 

| like a wino’s mouth | 

or the devil’s harpsichord, 

only the black keys showing. 
Broken teeth and broken heart. 


and people full of houses 
where murders take place. 
‘Father forgive them,” 
but ?m afraid 

they know damned well | 
what they do. 

They do to us 

what was done to them. 


_ They outlaw living 
_ in any space at all. 
_ They forbid touch. 


And most of all 
they prohibit laughter. 
Because laughter is 


our inoculation against fear. 
They ARE fear, and they dare 


_ to call US paranoid. 


Theirs is the religion of hate 
and ours is the science 

of Love. 

The technology of survival. 
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